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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The object of the present ooUeclkm ia to furnish, in 
a neat and portable form, the most approved produc* 
tiqns of the Modirn Drama. . Care will be exercised 
to select only those pieces which have intrinsic merit. 

The volume now published ^contains ^ve approved 
and popalar playu, several of which have not hitherto 
been glinted in tUi ooontiy, and all of which have 
received the highest eonmeadaticm. 

The work will be continued fiom time to time, in 
an uniform manner; so that subscribers will receive 
for an unparalleled cheapness, the best and rarest pro* 
ductions of dramatic writois. 
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CHARLES THE FIRST, 



AK BISTOUCAL TXAOEDT, 



BY MARY RUSSELL MITFORD 



FROM THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 



Of the Tragedy, considered as a litefary prodneliOD, 
I^shall say little : that is before the reader, and miac 
«peak ior itMl£ No one can be more conscious than I 
am of its numerous defects, and still more numerous 
deficiencies ; but great as those faults may be, they are 
not the result of negligence or carelessness. It would 
be the worst of all pedantries, female pedantry, were I 
to enumerate the very many contemporary writers, the 
Histories, Memoirs, Narratives, and State Papers, the 
RoundhMd Sermons and Cavalier Ballads from which 
I have endeavoured to gather not merely an accurate 
outline of this great event, but those minute and appa- 
rently trifling touches which might serve to realize 
t^ scene, and supply, by a vivid impression of the 
people and die time, the usual sources of dramatic at- 
traction, die interest of story and Mupense. from which 
I was cut off by the nature of my 8nb|ect 

Many of these allusions, those for instance to the 
papers concealed in the stuffily of the saddle, — ^lo the 
flowing of the melon seeds^— to Charles's constant pe- 
roMl of Shakspeare whilst in prison, so prettily re- 
coided by Milton, and to the failing of the head of the 
king's staff in the trial scene,— ere mentioned by the 
best writers, and will be immediately recognized by 
all who are axqr wajrs conversant with the histories of 
the time. 

The anecdote of Lord Broghill (afterwards Earl of 
Orrery), which really happened al a subsequent pe- 
riod, is less generally known. He was in liondon on 
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a miiiioa from Charlei the Second duriDg the etrf)^ 
port of the Rntectorate, when Cromwell diiooveradr 
coafionted, converted, and employed him much in the 
manner that I have related. 

The materials of the icene of ligning the warrant* 
(in which I believe that I have given, from the mark- 
ing of Marten's cheek to the guiding of Ingoldsby's 
hand, a very faithful version of what actually occur- 
red,) are chiefly taken from the Defences in the Trials 
of the Regicides. It is certain that the Judges, after 
the condemnation, were panio^lruck at their own act \ 
and that but for an extraordinary czertioQ of his singu- 
lar power over the minds of all with whom he came 
in contact, Cromwell would never have succeeded in 
obtaining the signatures of the Commissioners of the 
High Court of Justice to an instrument essential to the 
completion of this great national crime, and to the 
porposes of his own ambition. 

I am not aware of having in any material point de- 
parted from the truth of History, except in shortening 
the trial, in bringing the Qpeen to England, and in as- 
signing to Henrietta the interruption of the sentence, 
which was actually occasioned by Lady Fairfax ; devi- 
ations, which were vitally necessary to the efiect of 
the drama. I have some doubts also whether Crom- 
well did really get rid of Fair&x by disaussing him 
and Harrison to "seek the Lord together.** Hume tells 
the story confidently ; but Hume, although the roost 
delightful, is by no means the most accurate of histo- 
rians ; and the manner in which we are, by the casual 
mention of contemporary writers, as well as by the 
evidence on the di&rent trials, enabled to account for 
almost every instant of Cromweirs time during that 
eventful morning, goes far in my mind to disprove the 
circumstance. But the incident is highly dramatic, 
and so strictly in keeping with the characters of all 
parties, that I have no scruple in assuming it as a fact 
Xhe thing might have happened, if it did not ; an4 
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Uitt ifl excuse enough for fte dnmatift, ahhoogh not 
for the historian. 

One -word more, and I have done. In attempting to 
delineate the characters of Charles and Cromwell, es- 
pecially Cromwell, on the suecen or ^ure of which 
the Play must stand or fall, I have to entreat the read- 
er to bear in mind — or I shall seem unjust to the me- 
mory of a great man — ^that the point of time which 
this Tragedy embraces was precisely that in uriiich 
the King appeared to the most advantage, " for nothing 
in his life became him like the leaving of it,*' and the 
ftxtittp Protector' to the least. Never throughout his 
iplenid history were the cheoquered motives and im- 
pidses of Cromwell so decidedly evil ; never was he 
so fierce, so cruel, so crafty, so deceitful, so borne 
along by a low personal ambition, a mere lust of role*., ' 
as at that moment. I have endeavoured in the con- 
chiding soliloquy to depict the manner in which I be- 
lieve him to have lulled and quieted his own con- 
science : but if I had undertaken to portray these re- 
markable men at any other part of their career, it is 
eertain that my drawing of Charles would have been 
much less amiable, and that of Cromwell much more 
so. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Judge* appoinled by the Commens 
to try (he King. 



Cbtiles the Firat, King of England. 

Dake of Gloucester, his Son, a boy of seven years oUL 

Lord Fair&x, Chnend qf the Parliameniary Army. 

ImdMiBhury, ^ Commissioners sent by the fprUa- 
airHw^'vimeJ ment to treat vriih the King. 

Lofd President 
Bradshaw, 
Oliver Cnmiwell, 
Iretoo, - - 
HiBuriitei, 
Downes, - - 
Marten, - • 
Tichbiune, 

4 

Cook, Solicitor to the Commons. 
" Pride, an Officer in the ParUamentary Army. 
Hacker, Cdonel of the Qvard. 
Sir Thomas Herbert, a Qenileman attending on the 

. King. 
HaniMmd, Chvemor of the Isle of Wight 
Centinel. 

Servant, bdonging to CromwdL 
Biihop, CommiMionerB, Judges, Ofliceis, Soldiers, dsc 
Henrietta Maiia, Queen of En^tmd. 
Princess Elizabeth, aCHHof TMw. 
ZtidjrFMJr&x. 



•y 



CHARLES THE FIRSTS 



The Scene » f n London, except during the latter part of tb*. 
Ftm Act, when It is laid in the Isle of Wight. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — An Apartment in WhitehaH 

EfUr Ireton, Harrison, and Pride, to Dowim 

Marten. 

Downn, Welcome to London, Ireton ! dearly wel- 
come 
To fair Whitehall! HairiBon ! Pride ! Where loiten. . 
The valiant Greneral? 

LreUm, He alighted with us 
Three hours agone. 

Marten. What, three hours here, and still 
In harness ! Know ye not your coat of mail 
Is out of date ? Go, doff your armour quick, 
Provide ye civil suits, grave civil suits, 
Sad reverend civil suits. 

Pride. What mean'st thou? 

Dow. Seek 
Meaning of Harry Marten! Tosh ! Where tarp^ 
The pious Cromwell ? 

^re. He is busied still 
Disposing the tired soldiery. 

Mar. Disbanding 
WiU be his busineai ■con. The lubfiard people 
And ftie smug citizens, are grown aweary 
Of this rough war. Ye mustleam %«Ci^«t xx»^»» 
If ye would thrive. Peace U tihe crit m^ tsahKW^ 
PmceandtbeKxDgi 
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Dow. The Newport treaty speeds; 
So&r issure^ 

JiBurison. But we bring victory 
To the good caose. Cromwell hath paned caieering 
From hold to hold, sweeping as with a besom 
The fi>ul malignants from the land. The North 
Is oufs fiom sea to sea. 

Dow. Tis a brave leader; 
Bat peace is ever the best victoiy. 

Enter Cromwell. 

iffl^ In good time opmes tbe General ValiaAt 
^'ClVoibwell 
tUty pivse Was on our Ups. 
' CkvmwdL Not mine ! not mine ! 
Praise to the Lord of Hosts, whose mighty shield 
BiuAlered ns in the battle ; whose right arm 
Strengthened us when we smote! Praise to the Lord! 
For h^ poor insfruments, the meanest soldier 
Doth hii gi«at duty ; we no more. My masters, 
Ebive ye lib news astir f News, the prime staple 
Of yjonder tattling city ? 

Mar. Ay ; the worst 
Is that the Commons grow from day to day 
More doubtAil of the army, more possessed 
By canting presbjrters. 

Ire. Name not the Commons, 
A jealom crew, whose envious hate descends 
?Fwizt every pause of fear on us their loathed 
Despised defenders. Were there but one head 
To the whole army, they would turn to tmth 
An elder tyrant's wish, and chop it off 
DespotB who prate of liberty! — 

Har. Worse ! worse ! 
A godlom yet intolerant cre^, "who i«at 
O'er Ae down-fidlen Chnrcii tbil]Mwit VM, 
^ AOMcieDce-letteruig Pretbytwy* 
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Crom. Sir, 
They shall be qaelled. Power, howioever called. 
If atOl the subtlest snare the Tempter weaves 
For mafias frail sinful soul Save me ficom power ! 
Gnunt me to follow still, a lowly soldier 
In the great cause ! The Commons shall.be q^^ellcd. . 
What other news? 

Dow. The best is that the King 
And the Conmiissioners draw near a godly 
And salutary peace. The King hath bent 
His will in a wise humbleness ; and now — 

Crom. I joy to hear thee say so. What ! the liDid 
Hath turned his heart, and he hath yielded up. 
His haughty prelates, his ill councillors, 
The popish mummery of his chapel ? 

Dow. Nay, 
Not yet ; but he hath promised. 

Crom. Promised! Oh 
The King hath promised ! 

Mar. WeU? 

Crom. And ye believe ? 

Dow. Would'st have us doubters ? 

Crom. In good sooth, not I! 
Believe who can ! yet ere ye set him free' 
Look to the stuffing of his saddle, search 
The waste leaves of his prayer-book, lest ye find 
Some vow to Henrietta, some shrewd protest, 
Some antedated scroll to throw the shadow 
Of a plain lie before bis words. Search! search! ' 
It is a prudent King, that casts about him 
To rid him of his enemies. Search, I say. 

Dow. Why, Cromwell, thou art bitter. 

Crom. Heaven forefend! 
I liked Charles Stuart well. I am of the fools 
Whom habit counts amidst her slaves ; that love. 
For old acquaintance sake, each long-known pest. 
And close familiar evil. I liked him well; 
The bettec that his proud disgracious speech 
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to my plain and downright simplenen 
As iMMiflit as mine oi/v-n Ye all remember 
What friend* we were at Holmby. Harriion 
And e'en my loving kinsman, deemed I waxed 
Faint in the cause. Bot rightly it is written 
In the one Holy Book, pat not thy trust 
In Princes. 

Ire. Yet is he in Carisbrooke 
A present danger. Round yon prison isle 
Lurk spies and plots and treasons. Every breeie 
Comes pregnant with quick rumors ; every ear 
Is bent to listen ; every eye is ttmed 
On <b(Me gray walls. 

Gmb. I grant ye. But astir, 
Free as the breeze to traverse sea and land. 
Creep in our councils, sweep across our campa. 
Were the King harmless then ? Yet thou art right ; 
He's dangerous in Carisbrooke. 

Har, Dismiss him ; 
Send him abroad unkinged ; or drive him forth 
As Amaziah. 

Crom, {Aside.) Ha! And they slew him! 

Mar. What» send him to seek succour in eacb o 
From papal Rome to savage Muscovy, 
Till he shall burst on us in triumph, heading 
Europe's great armament. 

Ire. Wert thou a soldier, 
And in this cause, thou would'st cry welcome, B 
To such an armament. 

Hof* With His great help. 

dim. Ay, with His help and in this cause, 
Dwelt in the land. But this is idle talk. 
The Kmg is dangerous ; dangerous on the thi 
Dangerous in prison, dangerous abroad. 
At home and everjrwhere. Yet this is idl«. 
We moMt abide the ComnoDa' tttaty. 
JSbr. Wherefore 
laAi not the army tilie «tiong YkanA oC^ 
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Over these stiff necked rulen t Put them down. ' 
TimmI oot the firebrands. 

Lre, Rather move the Commons 
To bring t|ie King to trial 

Croak Who said that? 

Mar. Twas bravely spoken. 

Crcm. Who said that? 

Dow. The words 
Sonnded Uke treason. 

Croat. Sir, had we met here 
To oompaas such intent, the very thought 
Had been a treason. ' But the words fell stnught 
Midst our unconscious hearts, unprompted, quick. 
Startling even him who spake them — like the fire 
That lit the Burning Bush* A sign from Heaven ! 
Direct from Heaven ! A comfortable light 
To our benighted spirits! As 1 wrestled 
In prayer this morning, when 1 would have cried 
For mercy on Charles Stuart, my parched tongue 
Clave to my mouth. A token from on high ! 
A star lit up to guide us ! 

Mar. Yet the Commons 
Will scarcely echo this rapt strain. The King 
Hath friends amongst us. 

Har. Fear not. He who sent 
This impulse on his servants will know how 
To torn all hearts. 

Dew. Te will not slay the King ? 

Crom. life hangs not on our lips. Yet surely. Sir, 
I hope to spare him. Friends, we must not sleeps.. 
Over such stirring business. DoviTies, go thou 
For Bradshaw, that resolved and learned and wise 
And godly law-man. Thou art like to find him 
At the Guildhall. Say we would speak with him. 

[Exit DowNES. 
Harrisop ! — Downes went forth as one who loves not 
His errand — ^Lacks he ^sal? Tis a brave soldier, 
And yet— Foltow him, Marten; and return 
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Widi Biadshaw hither. We shall need thy counsel. 

Delay not — ^[Etit Mamtek. 

Harrison ! thou truest soldier 

Of the good cause, to thee we trust the t^mfgt 

Of guarding our great prisoner. Make dure ready 

For a jiwift journey. I*U confer with thee 

Alone afore thou goest 

Har* Should I not see 
The General? 

Crom. Wherefore? Hence. t£linf Hiuutfoif < 

<7b Pride) Nay, Colonel, go not! 
I'd speak with thee, good Colonel. Rest thee, son, 
rd speak with this good Colonel. 

PH. I attend 
Tour £xcellency's pleasure. 

{During the next few speechett Cromwcll walkt tip 
9nd down the staget now ^peaking to himself , now look' 
ing at the weather » now cwdng qtiestions withmt attend' 
ing to (he answertt evidenUy abtorUkd in thought.) 

Crom. Ay, the light 
Mercurial Harry Marten said but sooth ; 
They are unripe for this great charge. It shall be— 
And yet — ^What is the hour ? 

Pri. Upon the stroke 
Of one. 

Ire. He listens not. Look how he searches 
The weather with unseeing eyes. 

Crom. Tis stormy. 

Pfi Nay, a bright day 

/re. He hears not. 

Crom. Sweep them'ofi^ ^ 
And the whole game is ours! But — Which way bir 
The wind? 

Pri. Right fiom the south. 
Crom. It most be, ah^A be. 
inkm, I gave thee yesteTday a wioW 
(^ the raalignants intbe CoiBiwiiwi— ®^^1*^* 
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The Commons, our great masten! If Charlet Stuart 
Have irieDds in England, he will find them there 
*Mid those self^eeken. 

Pru IfHierefore not arraign 
The King before the Council 7 

Crom. Sir, we need 
The Commons' name. I would not that our just 
And righteous cause lacked any fixnn of law 
To startle tender consciences. I have thou^t 
Afore of this. Didst never see the thrasher 
Winnow the chaff from the full grain? Good Colonel. 
Thjrself shaltplay the husbandman to cleanse 
This sample of foul com. Take yonder scroll. 
And with a troop of horse, go post thyself 
Beside the Commons* door, and seiie each man 
Whose name stains that white parchment. Treat all 

• well. 
But let none enter. 

Pri. An4 my warrant? 

Ctxmu Sir, • 

My word. If any question, say the Genei;al— 

PrL Lord Fairfax? 

Crom. Ay, the good Lord General 
Shall hear of thy good service. Fear it not 
Myself shall tell him.' Thy good service, dearer 
Than halfa-dosen battles ; better worth 
And richlier guerdoned. Haste! Lord Grey oiGtoby 
Will aid thee to detect the knaves. Away ! 
Full many a goodly manor shall chaAige masters 
To-morrow 'fore the sequestrators. [Eci^PridK' 

Irt. So! 
Hiat work will be well done. 

Crvm. I loathe myself 
That I employ the mercenary tool ; 
But we are in our great aims justified, 
Our high and holy purpose. 8ain^s «xA \ira^%>» 
Hbv0 uBed fincieanly instrumeivXa. GocA soti. 
Keep between Fairfax and theae nvwii* TVi©^*'^ 

3 
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Wife-ridden iaintling would demnr and dalFf^ 
And pause at every step, and then draw back, 
Unapt for good or ill. He must know naught. 

Re-enter PIarrison and Pride. 
What make ye here again ? 

PrL Dost thou not hear ? 
A mutiny amoogst the soldiers. 

Har. Nay, 
But half a score malignants^ who would iain 
Stir up the soldiery. 

CroTfi. And iheyf , 

Har. They listen, 
But move not. 

Crom. Seise the traitore. Shoot them dead ; 
If any murmur,' still them tna Let death 
Follow offence as closely as the sound 
Of the harquebuss the flash. Art thou not gone? 
What stops thee ? 

Har. Be more merciful. • 

Crom, Why this 
Id mercy. If thou saw'st one, match in hand 
Approach a mine hollowed beneath some rich 
And populous town, would'st strike him down at o 
Or wait till he had lired the train ? 

Hstr, At once t 
Atoooe! 

Orofli. Well f — Go thoa too, ivir son ! away i 
I'll follow on the instant. Look I find 
The guilty quiet. [Elteunl Harrison and Irki 
We have been too easy 

And fostered malcontents. Tef this swift veogettu 
Will strike a whole^me terror, and the echo 
May reach to higher miscreants. Gkx)d Colonel. 
Thou loiterest overlong. Go, block the door. 
And let Itone pass. Be stire thou let none p&ss. 
I must to yon poor traitors. Let none pass. [Em 
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ScBNB n. — An Apartment in Caritbrooke Castle. 

The King and HiaiBS&T. 

King, ^erbert ! 

Herbert My liege. 

KUig.Put up my boolu I wait 
The grave CommiBsionera, and to be seen 
Poring o'er Shakspeare's page— Oh heinous sin ! 
IneipiaUe deadly sin ! 

Herb' Yonr Grace 
Speaks cheerily. 

King. Why I have fed my tboCights 
On the sweet woodland tale, the lovely tale 
Of Afdenne Forest, tilj the peaceful end. 
The gentle comfortable end, hath bathed 
My very heart in sunshine. We are here 
Banished as the old Duke, and friends come round. 
And ibes relent, and calm Forgiveness bangs. 
An Angel, in the air, to drop her balm 
On all our wounds. I thank thee, royal spirit, 
llurice princely poet, from whose lightest scene 
Kings may draw comfort. Take yon sprig of bay 
And lay between the leaves. I marvel much 
Where loiter the Commissioners. 

Herb. Your Grace 
Hath vanquished them so often that they creep 
Fearfully to the field — a beaten foe. 

King. Nay,we are near agreed. I have granted mora 
Than they dunft think for. They set forth to<lay 
Bearing my answer to the Commons. Idx^ 
To see a sudden peace. Many will deem 
I have yielded overmuch ; but I keep quick 
The roots of kingly power, albeit the boughs 
Be shrewdly lopt And then to see again 
My wife, my children, to reward my -poor 
And fiuthful servants, to walk free, to m^V 
Lorir to aee sodden peace. 
Mu^ Hetvea speied the day I 
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Yet, Sire,^ — ^foigive my fear ! — would thou had'it taVn 
The proflered means of safety^ had escaped 
This Island prison ! 

King. What ! when I had pledged 
My word, my royal word ! Fie ! fie I good Herbert; 
Better, if danger were, a thoosandTfold 
Perish even here than forfeit that great bond 
Of honor, a King's word. Fie ! fie ! Yet sooch 
Thou mean'st me kindly, Herbert Ha! the Sea, 
That day and night hadk chased so angrily. 
Breaking around us with so wild a coU, 
An elemental warder, smiles again. 
Merrily dancing in the cold keen light 
Of the bright wint^iy Sun. We shall have boals 
From England. 

Herb. One hath landed, Sire. * 

King. And they 
May bear my message without pause. Who comes t 

Enter Hammond. 

• Hiam. May't please you. Sire, the high CommissioQen 
Crave audience of your Majesty. 
JTif^. Admit them. 

Enter Lord Salisbury, Lord Say, Sir BUrrt Vake 

and other Commisnaners, tome of them Mifdtiert. 
See, Vane hath lost his frown ! We shall have peace 
Good morrow my good Lord of Salisbury ! 
Lord Say, Sir Harry Vane, and gentles all, 
A fidr good monow* The sun smiles at last 
Upon our meeting. 

Saif, Sunshine after storm ; 
A happy omen, Sire, a type of peace. 

Salts. Yet douds are gathering. 

Say. Tmh ! the noon^day sun 
WiUovflfcome them. 

Vam, Cease this heathenish talk 
Of oiDani. Hath your grace prepared your answer 
IV* die proposals of the Conuiions? 
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King. Reach 
Toa paper, Herbert. Set ye forth to-day? 

Vane. With the next tide. 

King. So speed ye wind and ivave, 
And send ye swiftly hence, and swiftlier back, 
Blest messenger^ of peace, winged like the dove . 
That bore the olive token. Take my answer, 
A f^ink compliance with each article 
Save twain, save only^ twain. , 

Say. And they — 1 pray thee 
Be wholly gracious, Sire ! Peril .not thus 
Yoor country's weal, your freedom, and year crown, 
By timeless reservation. 

King. I have yielded 
Power and prerogative, and state and wealth. 
For my dear country. . All that was mine own. 
All that was mine to give, I freely gave ; 
That I withhold is of the conscience. Look 
On these white hairs, and think if one so signed, 
Marked for the grave, may for the vain respect 
Of crowns or kingdoms offer up his friends 
Or his old worship. Mark me : I'll not yield 
A man of that devoted seven, nor bate 
A word of my accustomed prayer, to save 
My limbs from cankering fetters, or win back 
That velvet prison, a throne. No more of this. 
Bear ye the treaty. Sirs ; and use but half 
TbRt goodly gift of eloquence for me 
That ye to me have shown, and be bul heard 
With half the grace, and we shall meet full soon 
Satgect and King, in peace, in blessed peace. — 

[Harrison heard without 
Whoso asks entrance with so wild a din ? 
Give him admittance quickly. 

Vane. Yet, my liege, 
For these seven cavaliers — 

King. No more ! no more ! 

2* 
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Thou hast my answer. — ^By the iron tread 
A soldier. 

Enter Hakrison. 

Salia. Harrison! What brings thee hither? 

Har. A sad and solemn message to your prisoner. 

King. Speak out thy tidings. Speak thine errand. Sir. 
1 am strong-hearted — Sovran privilege 
Of them that tower so high ! — Strong as yon eagle 
That nests among the clif&. I have borne loads 
That would have sunk a meaner man in golft 
Of deep despair. Thine errand. Stop ! Who sent thee? 

Hir. The Commons. 

King. Now thine errand. * 

Har. To demand 
The body of Charles Stuart, sometime King 
Of England— 

King. Sometime King? 

Har. Whom 1 attach 
Of treason. 

King. Treason and the King ! Off, Sir ! 
I warn thee touch me not Some natures feel 
A shuddering loathing at cold-blooded worms, 
Snakes, aspics, vipers, toads — my flesh doth creep 
And shiver if the reptile man approach 
Too closely. Show thy warrant 

Har. Look you, Sir, 
The warrant be obeyed. 

Vane. Dost thou not see 
{to Salishury) The master hand of Cromwell in this 

deed? 
(to Harrison) Where is the General ? 

Har. Come victorious home — 
Know*st thou not that? — to lend his pious aid 
To our great work. 

Salis. But thou art irom the Commons, 
Not fit>m the Council, — sure thou saidstthe Commons? 
And they were earnest for the treaty. 
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Hdr. ^y, jj 

But in that goodly field grew tares, rank tarei. 
Which have been weeded out: stiff preebjrten, 
Bitter malignants, and those sons of wrath 
Who &lter in the better path — dead boughs 
Upon a noble tree. Some &&y hon^ 
Swept off the rubbish. 

Say. But the men are safe ? 

Har. Even as tl)ysel£ — Now, Sir, hast thou enough 
Studied yon parchment? 

King. Treason ! to arraign 
A crowned King of treason ! I am here 
Treating with these same Commons on the faith. 
The general faith of nations. I appeal 
To thee, my foes ; to thee, my gaoler. What f 
Stand ye all mute ? high lords and learned lawmen. 
And reverend ministers? Ye had glib tongues . 
For subtle argument, and treasonous craft, 
And cobweb sophistry. Have ye no word 
For faith, ibr honour ? not one word ? Shame ! shame ! 

Vane. We are the Commons' servants, and must 
needs 
Obey their mandates. 

&i3r. Tet with grief of heart — 

Har. Silence! 

King. Ay, silence ! Sir, I thank thee yet 
That sparest me that sharpest iiuury, 
A traitor's pity. For that gentle deed 
I yield me gently to thy hands. Lead on 
Where'er thou wilt ; I follow. 

Har. Straight to London. 
To bide thy trial. 

King. What ! will they dare that ? 
Doth not the very tUbnght, the very word. 
Appal the rebels? Trial! When we meet 
Confronted in that regal Hall, the King 
And hk nvcdted mbjecta, ^obo then 
£bMU be the Judge i The King. Y^qm ukaOut Vbsv^«^ 
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Whoio condemn, and whow fling a pardon, . 

A flooraiiil pardon on your heads ? The KJngt 

The King, I tell ye, Sirs. Come on ! I pant 

To meet these Judges. For ye^ solemn mockers, 

Grave men of peace, deceivers or deceived, 

Sincere or false, tets little, fare ye well ! 

Tet give me yon4ain treaty — ^Now, by Heaven, 

I shame to have communed with ye ! Tins slight paper. 

That shivers at a touch, is tough and firm 

Mated with such as ye. Bear to the Commons, 

Your masters, yon torn fragments, fitting type 

Of their divided factions ?-^fitting type 

Of ye, men of a broken faith ! Farewell I 

I wait thy pleasure. Sir. 



ACT II. 

Scene I. — T?te Painted Chamber. A (able at which art 
woated Commissioners, Lawyers, ^c.; a gothic toindom 
bdiind the taJUe, through uihich objects that pass may be 
teen. 

Bradshaw, Fairfax, Ireton, Downes, Cook, Mar- 
TEN, TiCHBURN, ^c. FAIRFAX comes forward, fol- 
lowed by Braoshaw, Ireton, and Downes. 

Fairfax. Soon as the day be fixed, apprize me, Sirs; 
The halberdiers shall wait ye. 

Bradshaw. Good, my lord. 
Thou wilt not leave us ? When did Fairfax fly 
A post of danger ? And his honoured name 
Stands foremost in our roll. 

Fair. Sir, I am sworn 
The soldier of the Commons, and as soldier 
Obey them loyally. All that ye need 
Forttate or for defence in this sad pageant 
Our camp shall famish. SoiNe Vlbsa 0«a«n\, 
Fon may command the aimy* "^w ^^^^ ^'<'^^ 
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I like it not. I am no gownjunan. Sin, 

The halberdiers shall wait ye. [Earit Fairfax. 

Mar. What a nice 
And peevish conscience Fairfax bears ! Will send 
Arms, horses, men, to escort the priaonflr, line 
The Court, defend the judges. gnaid-Hlfe scafibld— 
If so our wisdom wills — ^jret hold hiiBbelf 
Content and harmless, so his single voice 
Swell not the general doom. 

Dow. Yet 'tis a wise 
And noUe gentleman. 

Brad. Tuatk ! a good sv^rd-blade. 
Keen in the field, but at the council dull 
And heavy as the scabbard. * 

Enter Crohwxll. 

I 

Lo ! where comes » 

One whose bright spirit knows no dimness. Cromwell^ 

Crom. Hear ye the news, my*masters f Harrison, 
That bold and zealous soldier of our Israel, 
Is here. ' 

Brmi. Where is the King ? 
. Crom. The King of Kings 
Delivers him unto us. &rrisoin 
Await! hii landing. We must be prepared 
For instant trial. Glad am I and proud 
To greet with looks so firm and resoluti^ 
This full and frequent council. 

Brad. Tet you met 
A great one who forsakes us. 
Crom. The Lord General ? 
Why, on the battlenlay such loss slight cause 
An hour's perplexity. Now — ^Hark ye, Sin ! 
Piing awhile Lord Fairfiix's door, I saw 
Thie Queen. 

Ire. In England! Didst ^u see bei fiace'l 
€rom. No, But J knew her by lUhe \<raii\0ii c:\k^ 
Th0 BdaetDg delicate step of pride, \\ie fsutl 
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Erect and lo[ty. Twas henelf, I aay, 
Vain Jezebel ! 

/>oio. At Fairfax's gate! Alas! 
Puor lady ! 

Crom. (Adde) Ha ! And must we walch Uiee, Ic 
No word of this, good Sirs. (Going tothetah 

Why, master Cook, 
What needs this long indictment ? Seems to me 
Thoa dosl mistake our cause. The crime is not 
A trivial larceny, where some poor thief 
Is fenced and hemmed in by n form of words 
In tedious repetition, endless links 
Of the strong chain of law, lest at some loophda 
The paltiy wretch escape. Wo try a King, 
In the stem name of Justice. FJing aside 
These cumbering subtleties, this maze of words,. 
. And in brief homely phrase, such as the soldier 
May con over his watchUre, or the milk-maid 
Wonderingly murmur as she tends her kine, 
Or the young boy trace in his first huge scroll, 
Or younger girl sew in her sampler, say 
That we arraign Charles Stuart, King of Englandr 
For warring on his people. Let this deed 
Be clear and open as beseems the men 
On. whom the Lord hath set his seal. Besides 
That will let loose thy stream of eloquence, 
lod-bound by tfiis cold freezing plea. What saya 
Our learned President ? 

Brad. Thou art right. Thou art right. 
Our fair intent needs not a veil. Be sure 
He shall have noble trial and speedy, such 
As may beseem a King. 

Dew. What is his bearing f 

Oram. Resolved and confident. Lately at Wioda 
Rating a Spanish melon of choice flavour, 
He bade his servant Herbert send the seeds 
To be sowed straight at Hampton. 

Hot. Many men 
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Plant aeoms for their successors ; this King sets 
A gourd. 

Cram. The Prophet's gourd. We are all mortal. 
Sow but a grain of mustard, the green thing 
Which soonest springs from death to life,. and thou 
Shalt wither ere the leaflets shoot. 

Ire. The King 
I>eeni8 that ye dare not try him. 

Brad. Dare not ! Cromwell 
How soon dost think — 

Cram. Was't not the plash of oars 7 

Brad. Cromwell! 

/re. He hears thee not. His sense rejects 
All floond save that for which with such jintense i 

And passionate zeal he listens. See his cheek ' 

Quivers with expectation. Its old hue 
(X ruddy brown is gone. . ^ 

Crom. Hark! Hark! my masters! 
He is come ! He is come ! We are about to do ' ^ 
A deed which shall draw on us questioning eyet 
From the astonished nations. Men shall gaze« 
Afear'd and wondering on this spot of earih» 
As on a comet in the Heavens, fatal 
To kings of old. Start ye ? Why at the first 
I started, as a man who in a dream 
Sees indistinct and terrible grim forms 
Of death and danger float before his glal^ 
And wondering eyes ; but then as one who wakea^ 
The inspiring light fell on nre, and I saw 
The guiding hand of Providence visibly 
Beckoning to tlie great combat. We are His soldien^ 
Following the Cloud by day, the Fire by night . — 
And shall we not be constant ? We are arrayed 
Against the stiflf combined embodied spirits 
Of prelacy and tyranny:*~Shall we not 
Be bold ? .i 

(Tht King, Herbert, Harrison, ^c. pass the taindow.), 
See! See! he passes! So shall pass 



i 



The !«»»» "iTt U»i» one ^«*"^^ 

9?T^o art thou ^^^^t 
Cent- >W no ^^^ '^'T^^ 

And own no wo 
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Queen. Admit us, slave ! 
I am the Queen, thy Queen, the Queen of England! 
Make way. 

Cent Stand back I say. 

Queen. I am a wife 
Seekiqg her husband in his prison. Soldier, 
If thou have a man's heart ! 

Lody F, Here's money for thee — . 
Admit her. 

Cent I have fought in twenty fields, 
A veteran of the cause. Put up your gold. 
And, Hiadam, please you home ! 

Queen. Here is my home, — '• 
My husband's prison gate. I'll live her#, die here, 
Here will I watch without as he within. 
Till death, the great deliverer, comes to free 
The captives. This shall be my grave. Charles f 
Charles ! 

IdtfyjP. Peaoe! Peace! 

Qtteen, I thought J heard him. Charles! my Chariest 
My King ! My Husband ! 

Cent There are many chambers 
Between thee and the King. I prythee hencel 

Lady F. Madam, take patience. 

Qftun, Charles ! He must be dead 
Already that he answers not 

Enter Cromwvll. 

^nm. What means 
This clanorons din of female tongues so near 
The prison of the King? The Lady Fairfax! 

Oieeh. Cromwell! 

Croat. The Queen ! 

Queen. Cromwell, I hated thee. 
Yet open yonder door, and I'll pray for thee 
All my life long. Yon churlish centinel — 

CroM. Did but his duty. Lead her to her husbsrul* 

Queen. Be quick! Be quick! 

3 
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CroBi, The jvord is Naseby. 

Qcwen. Ou! 
Be quick! Be quick! [Exeurit Queen and Centlnej 

Crom. Now my good Lady Fairfax, 
Right well bcseenieth christian charity 
To succour them that sufier; howsoe'er 
Midst strict professors it may breed bome marvel 
Thai one so famed for rigid sanctity, . 
The gravest matron of the land, ^ould licxd 
With yonder woman. 

Lad If r. VViiU ilic Queen ? 

Crom, A papist-; 
A rank Idolater ; a mumming masquer; 
A trolier of lowd songs ; a wanton dancer ; 
A vain upholder of that strength of Satan 
The playhouse. They that be so eminent 
As thou will find maligners ; 'tis the curse 
Of our poor fallen nature. Be not seen 
Uovering about these walla. 1 speak in. Iwfe 
Of the Lord General. 

Lady F. The Lord General, 
And many a godly miiiister, and I, 
Weak woman though I be, mourn that these walls 
Should come between the King and people. Peace 
Had been a holier bond. 

Crom. Peace f that our General, 
The good Lord Fairfax, Captain of the guard. 
Should tend the popish ladies to their mass ;-— 
A high pnimotion ! Peace ! that every dungeoa 
May swarm with- pious ministers ; — forget they 
Their old oppressions ? Peace ! that the grave me 
The Lady Fairfax, may with troubled thought* 
Sit witness of lewd revels; mock and ecom 
Of the light dames of the chamber, and the lord 
Their gallants ; — popinjays who scoff and jeer 
At the staid solemn port, ibe d^oui coii^ 
"JTie oaodeBt kerchieC I have boaxd iNif^\«e«i 
When yon gay QuecQ b»l\kAau|J»d^ 
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lAdy F. Laughed ! Hath the dared ! 
Vain minion ! 

Crom. And to ace thee with her! Thoii 
That shouMst have been a Jael in this land, 
A Deborah, a Judith! 

I/idy F. Nay, we live 
IJader a milder law. Whate*er their crimes. 
Urge not this bloody trial. 

Crom. Whoeo saith 
That the trial shall be bloody ? He who reads 
Ml hearts, He only knoud how ray soul yearns 
Toward yonder pair. I seek them now, u friend. 
With friendly proflers. As w© reach thy coach 
ril tell thee more. Come, madam ! \ExeunL 

SQEid m. — The jCmg't Aparlmeni*. 

The King and Herbert. 

King. Herbert! 

Her. An* please your Majeafy. 

King. Go seek 
The General. 

Her. Fairfax? 

King. Cromwell ! Cromwell ! say 
The King commands his presence. [Exit Hbrbeat. 
To fiire-run him, 

To plunge at once into this stofmy sea 
Of grie&, to summon my great ibe, to front 
The obdurate Commons, the ianatic army. 
Even the mock judges, they who dare to reign 
Over a King, to breast them all ! Then trial. 
Or peaoe ! Death, or the cr»wn ! Rest comes with 

either 
To rae and England, comfortable rest. 
After my many wanderings. 

Enter the Qoeen. 

Henrietta! 

My wife, my Queen, is't thou f Is't not a dream f 
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For I have dreamed so, and awakened — Heaven 
Shield me from such a waking ! Is't a truth I 

Queen, Do not, my tears give answer? Did thai 
vision 
Rain drops of joy like these ? 

King. To see thee here 
Is to be young and free again; again 
A bridegnoom and a King. 
Queen. Ever my King! 

King. I have heard nothing like that vmct of hspft 
Since we were parted. 

Queen. Wherefore dost thou pause ? 
Why gaze on me so mournfully ? 

King. Alas! 
Thon art pale, my Henrietta, very pale ; 
And this dear hand that yns so round and fiiir 
Is thin and wan — oh, very wan! 

Queen. 'Twas pining 
For thee that made it so. Think on the cauie. 
And thouUt not mourn its beauty. 
King. And this grief, 
y Will kill her ! Joined to any other man» 
She might have lived on in her. loveliness 
For half an age. She's mine, and she will die. 
Ok, this is a sad meeting ! I have longed. 
Have prayed to see thee — ^now — ^Would thou wait safe 
In Franbe again, my dear one ! 

Queen. Say not so. 
I bring thee comfort, safety. Holland, France, 
Are firmly with thee ; save the army, all 
This rebel England is thine own : and e'en 
Amid die army, some the greatest, some 
That call themselves thy judges. *Tis the torn 
Of fiite; the reflux of the tide. 

King. Forget not 
That I am a prisoner, sweet one ; a foredoomed* 
l>iiscrowned prisoner. Ab eTeYi\ii\<d \ \«Hnd 
Sadly along, a aoldiex in \^ iqim^ 
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Spat on me : none rebuked htm, none cried dmne; 
None cleft the coward to the earth. 

Queen. Oh, traitors ! 
Oh, ncrilegious rebels ! Let my lips 
Wipe off that scorn. My Charles, thou shalt resarae 
Thy state, sh^lt sit enthroned, a judge, a King, 
Even in the solemn Hall, the lolly seat 
Of their predestined treason. For thy life 
It is assured — Lord BroghiU and a band 
Of faithful cavaliers — But thou shalt reign. 

King. Dost thou remember Cromwell ? Ere thou 
quitted'st 
England he was most like the delving worm 
Hypocrisy ; ^hat slough is cast, and now 
His strong and shining wings soar high in air 
As proud ambition. First demand of him 
What King shall reign. 

Queen. He is my trust. « 

King. Hast seen him ? 

Queen. He sent me to thee now 

King. Ha, wherefore ! But I've learned to trust 
in naught 
Save Heaven. Since thou art here I am content 
To live and reign, but all in honour. 1*11 
Renounce no creed, resign no friend, abandon 
No right or liberty of this abused. 
Misguided people ; no, nor bate one jot 
Of the old prerogative, my privilege. 
The right divine of Kings. Death were to roe 
As welcome as his pleasant evening rest 
To the poor way-worn traveller ; — and yet 
I fidn would live for thee — pheer up, fair wife .*— 
Would live for love and thee^ Hast seen thy children f 

QuiCen. Not yet They say Elizabeth, whose &ce 
Even when a little child resembled thin«^ 
To "loader, hath pined afler thee, and fed 
Her love by tbinkiDg on thee, till she "haAi mVAsai 

3* 
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UnooMeiouily thy mien, and tone and woidf 
Of patient pensiveneis ; a dignity 
Of youthful sorrow, beautiful and sad. 

King. Poor child! poor child ! a wofnl heril«fet 
When I have gazed on the sweet seriousness 
Of her young beauty, I have pictured her 
In the bright May of lile, a queenly bride, 
Standing afore the altar with that look 
Regal and calm, and pure as the azure skiei 
Of Paradise ere tears were born. Now 

« 

£71^ Cromwkll. 

Cromwell ! 

Crom, Did'st ^ou desire my presence ? 

King. I sent ror thee 
To bear my message to thy comrades. 

Crom. Sir, 
I wait thy pleasure. I would welcome thee 
y Unto this goodly city 

King. Doth the gaoler 
Welcome his prisoner ? I am Charles Stuart, 
And thou — Now shame on this rebellious blood ! 
I thought that it was disciplined and schooled 
Into proud patience. Let me not appear 
Discourteous — Sir, the King is bounden to thee ! 
Now hear mine errand. 

Queen. Tush ; hear me ! 

Croni. The Queen ! 
' Queen. Fie! doff this strangeness, when it 

thyself 
That sent me hither ! Cast aside the smooth 
Obedient looks which hide thy thoughts. Be plain 
And honest, Cromwell. 

Crom. I have ever been so. 

Queen. .Open in speech and heart, even as mytelC 
When I, thy Queen, hoVd owl the hand of peate . 
And amity, and bid ihee say viVA\>Iv\« 
The King shall give to Yua «?t«aX OwcAti^ 
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Crom. None. ^ 

*nioa bad'st me answer plainly. 

Queen. Tet thou wait 
Ambitious once. 

Crmn. Grant that I were,*— as well 
I trust I had more grace, — ^but say I were so, 
Think'st thou not there be homely names which sound 
As sweetly in men^s ears, which shall outlive 
A thousand titles in thai book' of fame. 
History ? All praise be to the Lord ! I am not 
Ambitious. 

Queen, Choose thine office. Keep the name 
Thy sword hath rendered famous. Be Lord Vicar ; 
Be Captain of the Guard ; forbid this suit — 
Thou can*st an' if thou wilt — be Charles's friend. 
And second man in the kingdom. 

Crom. Second ! Speak'st thou 
These tempting words to me ? I nor preside 
Cer Court or Parliament ; I am not, madam. 
Lord General of the army. Seek those great ones. 
My place is in the ranks. Would 'st thou make me 
The second in the kingdom ? Seek those great ones. 
The second ! 

Queen. Thou, and well thou know'st it, Cromwell, 
Art the main prop of this rebellion ! General, 
Lord President, what are they but thy tools. 
Thy puppets, moved by thy directing will 
Ab chessmen by the skilful player? 'Tis thou 
That art the master-spirit of the time, 
Idol of people and oT army, leader 
Of the fiinatic Commons, judge, sole judge 
Of this unrighteous cause. 

Crom, And she would make me 
The second man of the kingdom ! Thou but troubltet 
Thyself and me. 

Queen, Yet hear me but one "woTd. 

^ram. No more of bribes I— tbo^ >MJKiX isA Ni^ 
'Jfeak plainly : 
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Tbou host been bred in coons, and deemeit Hbmm 
Omnipotent o'er all. But I eschew 
The Mammon of unrighteoasness. I warn y«y 
Yo shall learn faith in one man's honesty 
Before ye die. 

Queen. Never in thine f At Holmby 
We trusted — Fool again — 'Twas not in fear; 
I dread thee not. Thou darest not try the Kmg. 
The very word stands as a double guard, 
A triple armour, a bright shield before him ; 
A sacred halo plays around the head 
Anointed and cndiadcmod, a dim, 
IMjrsterious glory. Who may dare to call 
For justice on a King ? Who dare to touch 
The crowned and lofly head ? 

Crom. Was it at Hardwick, 
Or Fotheringay-*-rie on my dull brain- 
That the fair Queen of Scots, tho popish womaDr 
The beautiful, his grandame, died ? 

Queen. A Queen, 
A vain and envious woman, yet a Queen, 
Condemned Queen Mary. Ye are subjects, rebels: 
Ye dare not try your King ; all else ye may do ; ' 
AU else ye have done : fought, imprisoned, chased. 
Ay, tracked and hunted, like that pious Henry, 
The last of tho red-rose, whom visiting 
Helpless in prison, his arch enemy 
The fiendish Richard slew ;— even as perchance—-' 

Crom. Shame on thy slanderous tongue! Thisn 
lays my sword. 
Did'st take me for a murderer ? Hearken, madam ; 
When thou shalt speak again of Henry's death. 
Remember 'twas the restless shrew of A]\jou 
That drove her gentle husband to his end. 

Xing. Take up tho sword; and, wife, I piytfir 
peace! 
^ yet tan King enoagh to end thesft Ym^nAa. 
'I^e up thy sword ! Albeit my \»e*rt"V« Ywi** 
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And I unanned before him, he'll not strike. 
That were an honest murder. There be ways 
StlUer and darker ; there be men whose craft 
Can doom with other tongaes, with other hands 
Can slay. I know thee> Sir. 

Crom. I would not slay 
A sinner unprepared. 

King. Go to! I know thee. 
Say U> the Parliament that I demand 
A conference, Lords and Commons. 

CroK^ Sir, the Commons 
Will grant no conference. Thou must address thee 
To the High Court of Justice, to thy judges. 

King. Oh, vain and shallow treason ! Have ye not 
The KLig's High Court, the judges of the land ? 
I own no other. Yet if the y 

Crom. Expect 
Nothing of them but justice. I came to thee. 
As to a brother, in pure charity. 
In meek and Christian love, when these sharp taunts 
Arose betwixt us. Still I fain would save thee. 
Resign the crown. 

King. Never! 

Crom. Oh vanity 
Of man's proud heart ! cling to that sinful toy, 
A sound, an echo, a dim shadow, weakening 
As the true substance flies — cling to that word, ** 
And cast away thy life ! 

Sm^. Hold, Henrietta ! 
What ! Post &oa ask me for so poor a b(An 
As lift to diange fiur honor ? I've a son, 
A gaUant princely boy — would'sfrjuve me jrield 
Tha old ancestral crown, his heritage. 
For the small privilege to crawl awhile 
On this vile earth, mated with fouler worms 
Than they that sleep below f WouldfaX ^».'«« ^^ 

«eU 
Mjr kiagdom £ar a little bfeath t 
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Crow. Thy kingdom ! 
Thon hast not a stronghold left. 

King. I have one here. 
"Thou know'st my answer. 

Queen. Yet if there bo danger— 

King. Peace, dearest, peace ! Is the day fixed ? 

Crom. The day. 
The very hour, is set. At noon to-morrow, 
Heaven perraitiing 

King. The decrees of Heav^ 
lie oft to man's dark raind inscrutable ; 
The lightning flame hath fired the slraw-thatchei 

roof 
Of harmless cottagers, hath rent the spire 
Of eonsecrated temples, hath struck down 
\Even the dumb innocent oak that never lied, 
NeVar rebelled, never blasphemed. A veil 
HoDgi be£iro IIeaveri*B high purpose* TeC when nuf 
Slays man, albeit no-ilmg, a reckoning cotnes, 
A deep and awful reckonihg. 1*11 abide 
The trial. 

Crom. At thy peril. 



^ ACT in. 

ficm l.-~Weiitmin8ter Bally fitted vp for Urn's, 
Triai. Bradshaw, seated as President ; Grow 
Ireton, Hareison, Downes, Marten, 'Aoov 
oMd other Judges, on benches ; Cook asid oAer 
yersy CleHti, fe^ a lahlef a chair of Slalej 
King on one ride ; the Qiteibv, veHedj and otket 
in a Gallery h^nd; ike whole sttige file 
Ouardst Spectators^ 4^. jrc. 

Brad. Hath every name Y^eok t!i9\«d\ «nr 
Judge 
Appeared at the falgb BamoBonal 
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Clark. Good my Lord, 
Each one hath answered. 

lre.\to CromweU.) The Lord General 
Li wanting sUU. 

Crmn. The bettec. 

/re. Uow? 

Crooi. Fair son 
We have enow of work— -Doth not yoo cry 
Announce the prisoner !«*enow of work 
For one brief day without him. . Downee iit hM* 
Beeide me, nan^ We lack not waveren ; 
Men whoee long doubia would hold from roiy dawn < 
To the slow Hghting of the evening star 
In the clear Heaven of June. Of such, as they 
One were too many. How say^si thou, good Dowiuff 

Dcm, Even as thou say'st .. 

Cron. Yel 'tis a valiant GeoMEilv 
A godly and a valiant Ha ! the priaaner ! 

EiUer the Kino, attended by Bubekt and oAer SSsr- 
vantif Hacker and Ouards. 

{The Soldiersi ^ae the Einq waQ»ia hii ckair, cry 
** Justice: Juettcer*) 

Cfier, Peace ! silence in the court! 

Brad. Ye shall have justice. 
My Lords Commissionors, while I stood pamitai^^y Z 
Uow fidieet to disclose our mighty plea, 
UaUyiog with phrase and form, yon eager cry 
Shot like VI arrow tu the mark, laying bare 
The tery core of our intent Siiii we 
Art net lo render justice, met toting 
In soflk a cause as scane the luceht son 
That tmiles upon us fiom his throne hath seen 
Since light was boxu. We sit to judge a King,, 
Arraigned by his own people ; to make iocvxieat 
Into the muoceat bloud which halk been &^V»lfi^ 
Like water I into crime and tyrann 
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Treftion and murder. Look that v/e be pare, 
My brethren ! that we cast from out our hearti 
All blinding paarions ; Fear that blinks and tiemblef 
At ihadowB ere they come ; Pride that walka daaled 
In the light of her vainglory ; feeble Pity 
Whose sight is quenched in tears ; and grim Revenge 
Her fierce eyes sealed with gore. Look that we chase 
£ad& fimii afiection, each fond hidden sin» 
Each w^Knmt virtue from our hearts, and cling 
To Joilttoe, only Justice ! Now for thee, 
ChedM 8lBart, King of England : Thou art here 
To Zander eompt of awful crimes, of treaaon, 
Conapinoy, and murder. Answer ! 

Cook. First 
Mqr U please you hear the charge ? 

JKmv* ^P' Who are ye 
T%ti dpre to question me ? 

Brad, Thy Judges. 

King, Say 
My aufagects. I am a King whom none may judgi 
On earth. Who sent ye here I x 

Brad, Thd Commons. 

Kiiig. What ! 
Be there no traitors, no conspirators, 
No mmderers save Kings, that they dare <iall 
Stem Juitice down from Heaven ? Sir, I fling back 
Tiie duirge upon their heads, the guilt, the shaine. 
Hie eteimd infiimy— on them who sowed 
The tares of hate in fields of love ; who armed 
Brother 'gainst brother, breaking the sweet peace 
Of country innocei|M, the holy tiea 
Of nature breaking; making war aceufft 
As that Egyptian plague the wont and last 
When the Fivt-bom were slain. I have no aoiwer 
For them or ye. I know ye not 

Brad. Be warned; 
Plmd to the accuntion. 

Xm^. I wiUdi« 
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A* thousand deaths, rather than by my breatH 
Qive life to this new court against the law» 
And liberties of England. 

Brad. Sir, we know 
Your love of liberty and England. Call ' 
The witnesses. Be they in court I 

Cook. They wait 
Withoat. 

Brad. Send for them quickly. Once- ^^v^'-^ ^ 
King, wilt thou plead ? ■ -< ^ «* ' 

King. Thou hast my answer^ never f " •''^ 

{A pause of a few momeniSt during wkick Aehead 
of the King* 8 ^tjaff on which he was leaning falls vnd 
rolls across the stage.) 

Mar. {to IreUm.) What feU ? The brrath]esi%l«ace 
of this vast 
And crowded court gives to. each common sotuid 
A startling clearness. What has fallen ? 

Ire. The bead 
Of the King's stafi! See how it spins and bounds 
Along tho floon R8 hurrying to forsake 
The royal wretch its master. Now. it stops 
At Cromwell's feet — direct at Cromwell's' ftet ? 
Croat. The toy is broken. 
Hot. What it the device ? 
Some vain Idolatrous image ? 

Ctom. No, a crown ; 
A gilded crown, a hollow glittering crown, . 
Shaped by some quaint and cunning goldsmith. Look . 
On what a reed he leans, who props himself 
On snch a bauble. 

Dow. It rolled atnight to thee ; 

If thou wast superstitions > 

Crom. Pass the toy 

On to the prisoner ! he hath faith in omens 

l*~fling him back his gewgaw ! 

4 
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Brad, Master Cook, 
We wait too long. 

Cook. My Lord, the wit ne M o a- 

Brad, Call any man. Within our bleeding land 
Tliere lives not one so bleat in ignorance 
As not to know this treason. None so hig^ 
Bot the storm overtopped him ; none so low 
But the wind stooped to root him up. Call any nan : 
Hie Jndfa upon the bench, the Halberdier 
That goaids the door. 

Csoft. Oliver Cromwell ! 

Crom. Ay? 

Cook, No need to swear him ; he hath ta'en already 
The Judges' oath. 

Crom, The Judges' oath, not this. 
Onm no fimn of guardian law ; remember 
The life of man hangs on our lips. 

JTtf^. Smooth traitor! 

(Crohwxll is suxtm,) 

Cook, Lieutenan^General Cromwell, was thou pre- 
sent 
In the great fight of Naseby ? 

Crom, Was I present! 
Why I think ye know that. I was. 

Cook, Didst see 
The prisoner in the battle ? 

Crom, Many times. 
He led his army, in a better cause 
1 should have said rig^t gallantly. I saw htm 
First in the onset, last in the retreat. 
That justice let me pay the King. 

Brad, Raised he 
His banner 'gainst his people ? Didst thou see 
The royal standard in the field t 

Crom, My Lord, 



AN JUfiTOBIOAL TEAOtDT. 43 

It rose full in the centre of their host, 
Floeting upon the heavy air. 

CeoJt The armi 
Of England? 

Croa. Ay, the very lion shield 
lliat waved at Cresai and at Azincourt 
Triomphant None may better know than I, 
For it ao pleased the Ruler of the Field, 
The Almighty King of Battles, that my arm 
Scmck down the standard-bearer, and restofed 
The Elnglish lion to the lion hearts 
Of England. 

Cook. Please you. Sir, retire. Now siunmcm—— «- 
IRng. Call not another. What I have done boldly, 
in the fiice of day and of the nation, that, 
Nodiing repenting, nothing derogating 
From the King's high prerogative, as boldly 
As freely I avow — to you— to all men. 
1 own ye not as Judges. Ye have power 
As piratea or land robbers o'er the wretch 
Entmpped within their den, a power to mock 
Yoor victim with a form of trial, to dress 
Plain murder in a mask of law. As Judges 
I know ye not. 

Brad. Enough that you confess 

The treason 

King, Stop ! Sir, I appeal to them 
Whence you derive your power. 

Brad. The people? King, 
Thou ieest them here in us. 
King. Oh, that my voice 
Could reach my loyal people ! That the winds 
Could waft the echoes of this groined roof 
So that each comer of the land might hear. 
From the fair Southern valleys to the hills 
Of my own native North, from the bleak shores 
Of the great ocean to the channeled West, 



■■■I 
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Their rightful Monarch*! cry. Then should ye hetr 
From the universal nation, town and plain, 
Forest and village, the stem awful shout 
Of just deliverance, mighty and prolonged, 
Dwfening the earth and piercing Heaven, and smitin 
Each guilty conscience with such fear as waits 
On the great Judgmen^Day. The wish is vain— 
Ah ! vainer than a dream! I and my people 
Are overmastered. Yet, Sir, I demand 
A conference with these masters. Tell the Connnor 
The King would speak with them. 

Brad. We have no power 
To etay the trial. 

Doie. Nay, good my lord, perchance 
The King wouJd yield such reason as might move 
The Commons to renew the treaty. Best 
Confer with Chem. 

Crom. {to Doumes). Art mad ? 
Dow. Tis ye are mad 
That urge with i| remorseless haste this work 
Of savage butchery onward. 1 was mad 
That joined ye. 

Crom. This is sudden. 
Dow. He*s our King. 

Crom. Our King ! Have we not faced him in it 
field 
A thousand times? Our King! Downes, hath tb 

Lord 
Forsaken thee f Why, I have seen thyself 
Hewing through mailed battalia, till thy sword 
And thy good arm were dyed in gore, to reach 
Yon man. Didst mean to save him f listen, Sr, 
I am thy friend. Tis said — ^I lend no ear 
To slanderers, but this tale was forced upon me^ 
'Tis said that one whose grave ard honored name 
Sorts ill with midnight treachery, vras seen 
Stewing from the Queetf»\oA^n%\— Vta th^ friend, 
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Thy fait friend ! We oft see in this bad world 

The ihadow Envy crawling stealthily 

Behind fair Virtue ; — I hdd all lor fidse 

Unless thou prove it true ; — ^I am thy friend! 

But if the sequestrators heard this tale— 

Thou hast broad lands. {AktuL) Why do ye paose ? 

CoqIL My high 
And honormg task to plead at this great bar 
For lawful liberty, for suflbring conscience. 
For the old guardians of our rights, the ComnoQi, 
Against the lawless fiend Prerogative, 
The persecuting Church, the tyrant King, 
Were needless now and vain. The haughty prisoner 
Denies your jurisdiction. I eall on ye 
For instant judgment 

Brad, Sir, for the last time 
I ask thee, wilt thou plead? 

Kmg, Have I not answered 7 

Cook, Your judgment, good my Lords ! 

Brad. All ye who deem 
Charles Stuart guilty, rise ! [The Judget all stand up. 

JKhv. What.aU! 

Brad. Not one 
Is viranting. Clerk, record him guilty. 

CooL Now, . 

The sentence. 

Queen (from the QaUary.) Traitors, bold ! 

Crom. (to IreUm.) Heaid'st thou a scream ? 

Ire. Tis the malignant wife of Fair&x. 

Crom. No! 
A greater fiur than she. 

QjuMu Hold, murderers ! 

Gntan. iahud.) Lead 
Yon railing woman from her seat My Lord, 
Please yon proceed. 

QUMi (rti$ku^ to Oe KiHg.) Trtdtonl VMt« '^^1 
Meat— 

4* 
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I am the Queen! — here is my pbce, my leot^ 
My Lord and Sovereign— hare at thy feet 
1 claim it with a prouder, humbler heart, 
A lowlier duty, a more loyal love. 
Than when the &\se and glittering diadent 
Encircled first my brow, a queenly bride. 
Put me not from thee! scorn me not! I am 
Thy wife. 

King. Oh, true and faithful wife ! Yet leave me, 
Lesi the strung armour of my soul, her patience, 
Be melted by thy tears. Ob, go ! go ! go ! 
This is no place for thee4 

Queen. Why thou art here ! 
Who shall divide us f 

Ire, Force her from him, guards ; 
Remove her. 

King. Tremble ye who come so near 
As but to touch her garments. Cowards ! slavea ! 
Though the King's power be gone, yet the man's 

strength 
Remains unwithered. She's my wife ; my all. 

Crom. None thinks to harm the lady. Good my 
Lord, 
The hour wears fast with these slight toys. 

Queen. I come 
To aid ye, not impede. If in this land 
To wear the lineal crown, maintain the laws, 
Uphold the insulted church, be crimes, then I 
Am guilty, guiltier than your King. 'Twas I 
That urged the war^ye know he loved me ; I 
That prompted his bold councils ; edged and whetted 
His great resolves , spurred his high courage cm 
Against ye, rebels ! I that armed my knight. 
And sent him forth to battle. Mine the crim^*^ 
Be mine the punishment! Deliver him^ \ 

And lead me to the block. Panie ^«\ M:; bUiod 
Is royal too. Within my \evna \\ve fw^i 
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Commingled stream of princely Medici 
And regal Boarbon flows ; 'twill mount as high, 'X 
'Twill stain your axe as red, 'twill feed as full 
Your hate of Kings. 

Crom. Madam, we wage no war 
On women. 

Qtteen, I have warred on ye, and now— - 
Take heed how ye release me ! He is gentle, 
Patient and kind ; he can forgive. But I 
Shall roam a frantic widow through the world. 
Counting each day for lost that hath not gained 
An enemy to England, a revenger 
Of this foul murder. 

Har. Woman, peace ! The sentence ! 

Queen. Your sentence, bloody judges ! As ye deal 
With your anointed King, the red right arm 
Of Heaven shall avenge him: here on earth 
By clinging fear and black remorse, and death, 
Unnatural, ghastly death, and then the fire. 
The eternal fire, where panting murderers gasp 
And cannot die, that deepest Hell which holds 
The regicide. 
' Brad. Peace ! I have overlong 
Forgotten my great office. Hence ! or force 
Shall rid us of thy frenzy. Know*st thou not 
That curses light upon the corser's head, 
As surely as the cloud which the sun drains 
From the salt sea returns into the wave y 
in stormy gusts or plashing showers ? Remove her 

Queen. Oh mercy ! mercy ! I'll not curie ; I'll 
Be as gentle as a babe. Ye cannot doom him 
Whilst I stand by. Even the hard headsman veils 
His victim's eyes before he strikes, afear'd 
Lest his heart fiul. And could ye, being men 
Not fiends, abide a wife's keen agony 
Vnaim^lV not leave thee, Charles \ V\\ Tve\eT\«^N« 
tbeef 



48 GOAELES THE rOWT, 

Kin^. Thig ii the love stronger than li£^ the love 
Of woman. Henrietta, listen. Loom 
Thy anna fitMn round mf neck; here ia no axo ; 
This is no scafibld. We shall meet anon. 
Untouched, unharmed ; I shall return to thee 
Safe, safe, — shall bide with thee. Listen, my dear ope; 
Thy husband prays, thy King commands ^ee— -Go! 
Go ! Lead her gently, very gently. [Exit the Quxxn, M 
Now 
I am ready. Speak ]^ur doom, and quickly. 

Brad. Death. 
Thou art adjudged to die. Sirs, do ye all 
Accord in this just sentence ? [The Jvdgu aU j 

King. I am ready. 
To a gray head, aching vnth royal cares. 
The block is a kind pillow. Tet once 

Brad. Silence. The sentence is pronounced; the 
time 
Is pest Conduct him from the Court 

King. Not hear me! 
Me, your anointed King ! Look ye what justice 
A meaner man may hope for. 

Crcm. Why refuse 
His death-speech to a prisoner? Whoso knoweth 
What weight hangs on his souL Speak on and fear 
not 

King. Fear! Let the guilty fear. Feelif mypolw 
Flutter ? Look if my cheek be faded ? Hearken 
If my calm breathing be not regular, 
Even as an infant's who hath dropt asleep 
Upon its mother's breast ? As I lift up 
This Sword, miscalled of Justice, my clear voice 
Hoarsens nor falters not See, 1 can smile 
As, thinking on the axe, I draw the bright 
Keen edge across my hand. Fear! Would ye ask 
Wbmt weight is on my toui^ 1 U&i Vhsa rme. 
Save thAt 1 yielded once to 70>3i ^ogsw. 
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And slew my faithfullest. Oh, Strafford! Straflbrd! 
This is a retribntioul 

Brad, Better weep 
Thy sins, than one just holy act. 

King. For ye 
My subject-judges I coold weep ; fur thee, 
J3eloved and lovely country. Thou wilt groan 
Under the tyrant Many, till some hold 
And crafty soldier, one who in the field 
Is brave as the roused lion, at the Council 
Watchful and gentle as the con chant pard. 
The lovely spotted pard, what time she stoops 
To s{H'ing upon her prey ; one who puts on, 
To win each several seuU his several sin, 
A stem fanatic, a smooth hypocrite; 
A fierce republican, a coarse buflbon. 
Always a great bad man ; till he shall come. 
And climb the vacant throne, and iix him there, 
A more than King. Cromwell, if such thou know'st. 
Tell him the rack would prove an easier couch 
Than he shall find that throne ; tell him the crown 
On an Usurper's brow will scorch and burn, 
As though the diamonded and ermined round 
Were framed of glowing steel. 

Crom. Hath His dread wrath 
Smitten thee with frenzy ? 

King. Tell him, for thou know'st him, 
That Doubt and Discord like fell harpies wait 
Around the Usurper's board. By night, by day. 
Beneath the palace roof, beneath that roof 
More fair, the summer sky, fear sl^all appal 
And danger threaten, and all natural loves 
Wither and die ; till on his dying bed, 
Old '£)re his time, tfaa wretched traitor lies 
Heart-broken. Then, for well thou know'st him, 

Cromwell, 
Bid hJxD to think on me, and bow I feW 
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llcwn in my strength and prime, like a proud oak. 

The tallest of the forest, that but shivers 

His glorious top and dies. Oh ! thou shalt envy, 

In thy bng agony, my fiiU, that shakes 

A kingdom, but not me. 

Crom. He is possessed! — 
My good Lord President, the day wears on — 
Possessed of a fierce devil! 

Brad. Lead him forth. 

King. Why so. Ye are warned. On to my prison; 
Sits! 
On to my prison ! 

{Th§ Soldiers, 4re. cry "Onto ExecuUonr ** Jutiim 

aitd Ejfeoutinmr) 

Crom. Nay, my comrades. 
Vex not a sinner's parting hour. The wrath 
Is on him, Harrison ! 



ACT IV. 

ScENB I. — An Apartment in Ceomwkll's House. 

Cromwux, alone, 

Crom. So, my Lord Broghill! We are shrewdly rid 
Of one bold plotter. Now to strike at one, 
Ere fresh conspiracies — 

EnierJxciON. 

What mak'st thou here, 
Fair son? 

Ire. The Lords CommissioiierB reftne 
To sign the warrant He'll aseape us yet. 

CroM. Refiise! What,aUt 

Ire. No ; Harrison and Bradshaw, 
And Martei^ stiU hold firm. 
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I 

Crom. Too few ! too few ! 
Ay, he'll escape. They'll treat What say the traitors? 

/re. The most keep stubborn silence. Harrison 
Is hoarse with railing. 

CroM. Overhot! Bat that's 
A fiiult may pass for virtue. Overcold's 
Your modish sin. Weakness or treachery ! 
Peters or Judases! Theyll treat They'll treat 
Where lies thy regiment t 

Ire, At Westminster. 
One glance of their bright swords, one stirring note 
Of their war-trumpet, and these dastard Judges — 
I'll seek them instently. 

Cnmi Son, thou mutak'st 
Fool shame it were here in a Christian tand 
To govern by brute force — How many hast thou ? 

Ire, A thousand horse. 

Crom, Or turn their Teiy guards 
Against the Judges— fie they trusty ? 

Ire. Sir, 
111 answer for them as mj^lf. 

Crom, Nay, go not 
No Ibrce, good son! No force ! 

Enter a Servant. 

What wouldst thou ? Speak. 

ServanL The Colonel Harrison sends me to crave 
Your Excellency's presence. 

Crom. Ay! I come. 
Didst meet thy fellow Robert, ai^ the gallant. 
Whom thou saw'st here this morning ? 

Serv. Sir, they passed me 
At speed. 

Crom. I come. No force, good son. Remember 
This is a Christian land. We must keep pure 
The Judgment seat No force. [Exit Ireton. 

At speed I Ere now 
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They have crossed the Thames at Kew. VVe-are quit 

of one 
Bold Cavalier.— What said the Colonel r 

Serv. Prayed 
Yoor instant presence, and between his teeth 
Muttered ••'Faint craven souls !" 

Crom. Fie ! fie ! to speak 
irreverently of such great ones. Faint 
And craven souls! Follow my son; thoaPt find him 
Heading his valiant horse. Bid him be still 
Till I send to him —still as night. And now 
For ye, wise Judges ! [Eaxunt. 

Scene II. — The Painted Chamber. Bradshaw, Uar> 
RisoN, Cook, Downes, Tickburne, Marten, tmd 
other Judges, 

Hot. Be ye all smit with palsy ? Hang your arms- 
Dead at your sides, that ye refnse to sign 
The warrant \ Be ye tamed Idolaters? 
Rank worshippers of Baal ? 

Brad. They refuse not. 

Mar. They parley, Sir ; they da)ly, they delay. 

Cook. The wiser if they did. 'Twere vantage 
ground, 
Tlie keen axe swinging o^er his head, to treat 
Wiih yon great prisoner. 

Har. Tteat! Was yonder trial* 
A mummer}% a stage- play, a farce ? Oti bliad 
And stubborn generation ! 

Dow. The whoir people 
Are struck with awe and pit}\ Each man's cheek 
Is pale ; each woman's eye is wet ; each child 
Lifls up its little hands as to implore 
Merry for the poor King. 

Har. Captivity 
And bondage will o'ertake them ! They fall off 
Like ihe revoUeJ I'ribes. F'^gyptian bondage ?. 
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Enter Cromwell. 

Crom. Wherefore so loud, good Colonel ? Sirs, I 
shame 
Tu Imve held ye waiting here. A sudden cause, 
I pray ye believe it urgent, hindered me. 
Where is the warrant ? Have ye leA a space 
For my poor name ? 

Mar. Thou wilt find room enow. 
There ! 

Crom. What, unsigned? Harrison! He came 
hither 
To crave your signatures. 

JHar. I did my message. 
But these Philistines — 

Crom. Do ye shame to set 
Your names to your own deeds? Did ye not pass 
This solemn sentence in the face of day. 
Before the arraigned King, the shouting people, 
The Majesty of Heaven ? 

T^ch. Thou dost mistake us. 

Crom. I crave your pardon, Sirs. I deemed ye 
were 
The judges, the King's judges, the elect 
Of England, chosen by her godly Commons 
As wisest, boldest, best. I did mistake ye. 

Dow. Listen, ere thou accuse us. 

Mar. Listen! sign! 
And we will listen though your pleaded reason 
Outlast Hugh Peter's sermon. 

Dow. Hear me first. 

Crom. Well! 

Dow. We have here Commissioners from Scotland 
Praying our mercy on the King. 

Crom. They gave him 
Into our hands. 

Bar, And the^ are answered, Sir 

5 
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Thou know'st tliat Cromwell singly pat them do\ 
As they had been young babes. 

Douv The penskHUiry-i=^ 
' Cram, K^haw! 

Dow, Hath sent pressing missives ; Embassies 
From every court are on the sseas ; and Charles 
Profiers great temu. 

Crom. Have we not all ? 
CooJb But he 
Will give a fair security, a lai^go 
And general amnesty. So we' are freed 
From fear of after-reckoning. 

Crom. Master Cook, . 
^o wonder that a lawyer pleads to-day 
Against his cause of yesterday — if feed 
To the height But thou art not of us ; thy p«r 
Is o*er. «, 

Mar. He will give large securities ! 
For what ? 

Dow. The general safety and our own^ 
Mar. Safety, say liberty ! Securities. 
. Marry> large promises! An ye will truM 
Ye may be Earls and Marquesses, and portion 
This pretty islet England as a manor 
Amongst ye. Shame ye not to think a bribe 
Might win your souls from freedom ? 

Har. From the Lord ! 
Would you desert His people ? sell for gain 
His cause ? 

Crom, Hush ! hush! none thinketh to foraaki 
The cause ! 

7\dL Let Bradshaw sign. What need more 
Than the Lord President's ? 

Brad. I am ready, Sirs, 
An ye will follow me ; the instrument 
Were else illegal* WTfien ye are prepared, 
^^/>eaki 
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Cronu My good masters, ye remember me • 
Of a passage of my boyhood. 

[Then atide to Bradshaw and Harrisox. 

Deem me not 
A light unmeaning trifler, recollect 
How Nathan spake to David. (Then aloud.) Being a 

child, ^ 
Nutting with odker imps in the old copse 
At Huichinbroke, we saw across a wide 
But shallow stream one overhanging hazel, . 
Whose lissome stalks were weighed by the rich fruitage 
Almost into the water. As we stood 
Eyeing the tempting boughs, a shining nut 
Fell from its socket, dijnpling wide around 
The dark clear mirror. At that sight one bold 
And hardy urchin, with myself, no less 
In those young days a daring wight, at once 
Plunged in the sparkling rivulet. It rose 
Above our ancles, to our knees, half up 
Our thighs ; and my soared comrade in -the midst 
Of the stream turned roaring back, and gained the bank 
Nutless and wet, amidst the scoffing shouts 
Of the small people. 

Brdd, And thoil ? 

Crom. Why I bore 
My course right on, and gained the spoil. Sirs, we 
Have plunged knee deep in the waters; are midway 
The stream : will ye turn now and leave the fruit 
Ungathered, recreants ? or hold boldly on 
And win the holy prize of freedom ? Give me 
The warrant {signs.) So ! methinks an it were not 
Over ambitious, and that's a sin. 
My homely name should stand alone to this , 

Most righteous scroll. Follow who list. Fve left 
A space for the Lord President. 

Brad. I fiU it 
Witb MB anwortby name, (signs.) 
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Cronu Now swell the roll 
My masters ! Whither goest thou, Marten ? None 
Shall Htir till he hath signed. Thoa a ripe ncholar, 
j\ot write thy name ! I can write mine i' the dark, 
And oft with my sword-point have traced in air 
The viewless characters in the Icmg hour 
Before the joy of battle. Shut thine eyes, 
And write thy name ! Anywhere ! S ee ■ 

[Marking Marten's cheek with a pen. 
Nay, Marten, 

Stand still !— See! see ! how fair and clerkly! Tet 
This parchment is the smoother. 

Mar. Hold thee sure 
I'll pay |hee. General. 

Tidi. \Vhy he hath marked thee 
Like a new ruddled sheep. 

Mar, I'll pay thee. 

Crom, Sign. 

^br. Willingly ; joj^ully. {signs.) 

Crom. Why so. Where goes 
Our lealous alderman ? I deemed to see 
His name the first. 

Brad. He fears the city's safety, . 
Full, as he says, of the King's friends. 

Crom. He fears ! 
They be bold men who fearlessly do own 
Their fears. I dare not . Fear ! Sir, didst thoa cons 
By water hither ? 

Tick. No. 

Crom. And didst thou meet 
No soldiers on thy way ? 

I'ich. Many. The streets 
Are swarming with them. 

Crom. Were they silent! 

Tich. No, 
They called aloud for execution. 
Crom, Say, 
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For justice and for execution. MairjTy 
My Ironsides know not the new itate trick 
To separate the words. Well ! are not they 
A nearer fear? Sign boldly. 

(Cromwell, BIaetin, and Downbs, advance to the 

front) 

Mar. They flock fast. 

Crom. *Tia time, for plots are weaving round about 
us, 
Like spider's nets in Autumn. But this morning 
I swept one web away. Lord Broghill — 

Mar. What! 
Hath he been here ? 

Dow. Is he discovered ? 

Crom. Sir, 
I have a slow-hound's scent to track a traitor. 
He*8 found and he's despatched. 

Dow. How? 

Mar. Where? 

Crom, To Ireland, 
With a commission 'gainst the rebels. 'Tis 
An honest soldier who deserves to fight 
For the good cause. He but mistook his side; 
The Queen beguiled him, and the knightly sound 
Of lojralty. But 'tis an honest soldier. 
He will prove feithful. 

Mar. How didst win him ? 

Crom. How? 
A word of praise, a thought of fear. How do men 
Win traitors? Hark ye, Downes ! Lord Broghill leA. 
A list of the King's friends amongst us here; 
Grave seeming Roundheads, bold and zealous soldiers, ; 

High officers — I marvel not ye look 
Distmstfullj — one of renown, a,Co\one\, 
A Jadge too! Downes, hast tbou Bi^ae^ ^wft^vt ^^^- 

5* ^\ 
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Mar* What wm the plan ? 

Crom. Go sign, 1 say ! The plan ! 
A sudden rescue, to o'erpower the guard.-~* 
Ha ! Ingolsby ! 

{Seizing one of the Judges, and leading him to the taUe.) 
Nay, man, if thou be questioned 
Some dozen years hence, say that I forced thee, swear 
Thy wicked Unsmaii held thy hand. Ay, now 
The blank is nobly filled, and bravely i now 
I know ye once again, the pious Judges, 
The elect and godly of the land ! 

[A trumps heard wUUotU. 
Ha ! — Marten, 

Haste to my son ; bid him disband his force ; 
The peril is gone by. [Exit Maetcn 

/for. What pejril? 

Crom. Ye 
That are assembled here, should liA your voice 
In earnest thanks for quick deliverance - 
From sudden danger. Ye knew nanght of this 
Great jeopardy, nor need ye know. Give thanks. 
And question not Ye are safe. 

Brad, Art sure of that? 

Crom. Did ye not hear me even now take order 
The guard should be dispersed ? Question no more. 
Ye are so safe, that this slight parchment, sirs. 
May be your shield. 

Brad. The deed is incomplete. 
It hath no date. 

Crom. Ah ! well reminded ! write 
The Thirtieth. 

Dow. To-morrow ? that were sudden. 

Crom. Why so we must be. There be plots sttir. 
And speed is our best safety. — Thou hast signed! 
77ty name is here amongst \ist — ^l,m\ist haste 
To overtake the hour. 'Tia atVW unaet^edi- 
Add thou my signet, Bradshaw. VEacU Cwj^wtkva* 
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Ticli. What intends 
The General? 

Brad, Question not of that. A taper ! 
Your seals, mj Lords Commissioners ! Your seals ! 

[The Scew dotes. 

Scene III. — The King's ApartmaiU. • 

Enter the King leading in the Princess Wicabelh and 
the Ddke of Gloucester. 

King. Here we may weep at leisure. Yon fierce 
ruffian 
Will scarce pursue us here. Elizabeth, 
I thought I had done with anger, but the soldier 
Who gazed on thee awhile, with looks that seemed 
To wither thy young beauty, and with words — 
My child ! my child ! And I had not the power 
To shield mine own sweet child! 

IMz. I saw him nut ; 
I heard him not : I could see none but thee ; 
Could hear no voice but thine. 

King, When I am gone 
Who shall protect thee ? 

QUm. I shall soon be tall; 
And then — 

King. Poor boy ! Elizabeth, be thou 
A mother to him. Rear him up in peace 
And humbleness. Show him how sweet Content 
Can smile orf dungeon floors ; how the mewed lark 
Sings in his narrow cage. Plant patience, dear ones. 
Deep in your hearts. 

Enter Herbert. 
Herbert, where stays the Queen ? 
Still on that hopeless quest of hope, Chott^YLtcvei!^ 
JOiop Gvtn her fast as leaves in Autunm^ 
.^rS. Sire, 
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Her Grace is abtent still. But General Cromwell 
Craves audieace of your Majesty. 

King. A^mit him. 
Wipe off those tears, Elizabeth. Resume 
Thy gentle courage. Thou art a Princess. 

Enter Cromwell. 

Sir, 

Thou seest me with my children. Doth thine errand 

Demand their absence ? 

Crom. No. I sent them to thee 
In Christian charity. Thou hast not fallen 
Amongst the Heathen. 

King, Howsoever sent, 
It was a royal boon. My heart hath ached 
With the vain agony of longing love 
To look upon those blooming cheeks, to kiss 
Those red and innocent lips, to hear the sound 
Of those dear voices. 

Crom, Sir, 'twas meet they came 
That thou might'st see them once again, migbt*st say— > 

King. Farewell ! — I can endure the word — a bst 
Farewell! I have dwelt so long upon the thought, 
The sound seems nothing. Ye have signed the 

' sentence? 
Fear not to speak, sir. 

Crom, 'Tis a grievous duty — 

King, Ye have signed. And the day ? 

Crow. To-morrow. 

King. What ! 
So soon ? And yet I thank ye. Speed is mercy. 
Ye must away, poor children. 

Crom, Nay, the children 
May bide with thee till nightfall. 
ATtf^, Take them, Herberll 
TTake item, 
^AtXiiren, Oh I no, no, nol 
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King. Dear ones, I pro 
On a great journey. Bless ye once osrain, 
My children ! We must part. Farewell. 

EUz. Oh father. 
Let me go with thee ! 

KiTig. Know'st thou whither? 

Eliz. Yes; ^' 

To Heaven. Oh take me with thee ! I must die ; •** ' 

When the tree falls, the young buds wither. Take 

me 
Along with thee to Heaven ! Let us lie 
Both in one grave! 

King. Now bless ye ! This is death ; 
This is bitterness of love. 

Crom. Fair child 
Be comforted. 

King. Did*st thou not pat her head ? 

Crom. She minded me, all in her inn(fcent teftn. 
Of one in mine own dwelling. 

KiTig. Thou hast daughters ; 
Be kind to her. 

Crom, I will. 

King. And the poor boy — 
He cotaes not near the throne. Make not of him 
A puppet King. 

Crom. I think not of it. 

King. Take them, 
Good Herbert! And my wif*— 

Crom. She shall be safe ; 
Shall home to Franco unharmed. 

King. Now fare ye well ! — 
Cromwell come back ! — No, bring them not again — 
No more of parting — bless them ! bless them ! See . ^ 

The girl, the poor, poof girl, hath wept away 
Her tears, and pants and shivers like a fawn 
Dying. Oh i for some genfle face to \ooVl wi 
WAen abe revirea, or she will t\a^ A\©. 
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Crotn. She iihall be cared ibr. 

[ExevfU Herbert and ike Ck£ldn»» 
King. Are they gone ? quite gone f 
1 might have kissed them once again, have charged 

them 
To love each other. — No, 'tis best 

Crom. Thou bad'st me 
Remain. What is thy will ? 

King, Be kind to them ! 
Be very kind to them ! 

Crom. Have I not promised ? 
Was that what thou would'st say ? 

King. No. Bat the bve. 
The o'ermastering love that was the death*pang» 

CromwelL 
Thou wilt be kind to them ? 

Crom. Would*st have me swear? 
King. Nwf^ swear not, lest I doubt I will believe 
thee. 
And Ibr the human pity thou hast shown. 
The touch of natural truth, I pray thee take 
My thanks. 

Crom. I would have saved thee. By this hand. 
This sinful hand, I would have saved thee, Kiqg, 
Had'st thou flung by yon bauble. 

King. There is One 
Who reads all hearts, one who pursues all crimes, 
. From silver tongued sn^ bland hypocrisy 
To treasonous murder. The unspoken thooght. 
And the loud lie, and the accursing act, . 

Mount to His throne together. Tempt him not, 
I know thee for the worker of this deed. 
And knowing pardon thee : — but tempt not Him ! 
Crom. Thy blood be on thy head ! I would kav 
saved thee — 
Srea bow the thought stirred in me. Pardon, Loni 
ThatgBxing on the father's a^gOTkies* 



I 
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My heart of flesh waxed faint, and I forgot 
Thy glory and Thy cause, the sufiering saints, 
The tyrant's tyranny, and Thy great woiti. 
Freedom! Thy blood be on thy bead. 
King. So be it- 



ACT V; 

Scene h — The King's Bedchamber. 

{On account qf ike length of the Tragedy ^ thit Scene ii 
omitted in representation.) 

The Kino, ttarting from hia Couch ; Herbert atleep. 

King. Herbert! Is't time to rise? He sleeps. 
What sounds * 

Were those that foused me ? Hark again ! The clang 
Of hammers ! Yet the watch-light bums ; the day 
Is still unborn. This is a work of night, 
Of deep funereal darkness. Each loud stroke 
Rings like a knell, distinct, discordant, shrill \ 
(fathering, redoubling, echoing round my head, 
Smiting me only wiih its sound; amid 
The slumbering city, tolling in mine ear — 
A passing bell ! it is the scafibid. Heaven 
Grant me to tread it with as cakn a heart 
As 1 beaf now. His sleep is troubled. Hetbert ! 
'Twere best to wake him Herbert ! rouse thee, man! 

Hfrb. Did your Grace call? 

iCing. Ay ; we should be to-day 
Carly astir. I've a great business toward, 
To exchange the kingly wreath, my crown of thorni?, 
For au ^eternal diadem ; to die — 
And I would go trim as a bridegroom. G'wettv^ 
Yion ermined cloak. . If the crisp nipping ixQ«>v 
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Should cause roe shiver, there be tonguei would .«aU 
The wintry chillness Fear. Herbert, my sleep 
Ilath been as soft and balrriy as young babes 
Inherit from their blesKbd innocence, 
Or hardy peasants win with honest toil. 
When I awoke thy 8lumt)er8 were perturbed. 
Unquiet. 

Herb. Vexed, my liege, with dreams. 

King. Of what/ 

Herb. So please you, sire, demand not. 

King. Dost thou think 
A dream can vex me x\ovi ? Speak. 

Herb. Thrice 1 slept,- 
And thrice I woke, and thrice the self-same vision 
Haunted my fancy. Seemed this vdry room. 
This dim and waning taper, this dark couch, 
Beneath whose crimson canopy reclined 
A form august and stately. ' The pale ray 
Of the watch-light dwelt upon his face, and showed 
His paler lineaments, where majesty 
And manly beauty, and deep trenching thought. 
And Care the wrinkler, all were blended now 
Into one calm and holy pensiveness, 
Softened by slumber. I stood gazing on him 
With weeping love, as one awake ; when sudden 
A thick and palpable darkness fell around, 
A blindness, and dull groans and piercing shriek* 
A moment echoed ; then they ceased, and light 
Burst forth and music — light such as the flood 
Of day-spring at the dawning, rosy, sparkling, 
An insupportable brightness — and i' th' midst. 
Over the couch, a milk-white dove, which soore 
Right upward, cleaving with its train of light 
The Heavens like a star. The couch reinaiiia> 
Vacant. 

^ing. Oh that the wgini so may pass ! * 
So rise ! Thrice did'st thou say 7 
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tierh. Three times the vuion 
Passed o'er my fancy. 

Kifig. A thrice-blessed omenf 
Herbert, my soul is full of serious joy, 
Content and peaceful as the Autumn sun. 
When smiling for awhile on the ripe sheaves 
And kissing the brown woods, he bids the World 
A calm good-night Bear witness that i dio 
In charity with all men ; and take thou. 
My kind and faithful servant, follower 
Of my evil fortunes, true and tender, take 
All that thy master hath to give — his thanks. 
His poor but honest thanks. Another King ^ 
Shall better pay thee. Weep not. Seek the Bishop ; 
And if ihou meet with that fair constancy. 
My mournful Henriet'ta, strive to turn 
Her steps Jaway till— I'lti acoward yet, 
And fear her, lest she come to plunge my thoughts - 
la the deep fountain of her sad fond tears, 
To win me — Ha ! can that impatient foot, • 
That hurrying hand, which shakes the door — 

Enber the Qitsbn. 

Queen. My Charles ! 

King. Haste to the Bishop. [Exit Hsrbuit. 

Queen. Charles! 

King. Already here ! 
Thou did*8t fall trembling in my arriis, last night, 
Dizzy and faint and spent, as the tired martlet, 
Midway her voyage, drops panting on the deck, 
And slumbers through the tempest. I kissed off 
The tears that hung on those fair eyelids, blessing 
Thy speechless weariness, thy weeping love 
That sobbed itself to rest. Never did mother 
Watcl^ng her fevered infant pray for sleep 
80 calm, so deep, so long, as I besought 
Of Heaven fat thee when half imconscioiui, yet 

6 
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Moaning and plaining like a dove, they bore thee 
With gentle force away. And then art here 
Aliready ! wakened into sense, and life 
And the day's agony. 

Queen. Here ! I have been 
To Harrison, to Marten, to Lord Fairfax, 
To Downes, to Ireton, — even at Bradshaw's feet 
I've knelt to day. Sleep now ? shall I e'er sleep 
Again ! 

King. At Bradshaw's feet .' Oh perfect love 
How can I chide thee? Yet I would thou had'st 

spared 
Thyself and me that scorn. 

Queen. Do Hunters scorn 
The shrill cries of the lioness, whose cubs 
They've snared, although the Forest-Queen a(^uoac& 
Crouching f Do seamen scorn the forked lightning 
Albeit the storm-cloud weep ? They strove to soothe ; 
They spake of pity ; one of hope. 

King. Alas! 
All thy life long the torturer hope hathi been 
Thy master! — ^Yet if she can steal an hour 
From grie^-— Whom dost thou trust ? 

Queen. Thyself and Heaven 
And a relenting woman. Wrap thyself 
Close in my cloak — Here ! here ! — to Lady Fairfax ! 
She's faithful ; she'll conceal thee. Take the cloak ; 
Waste not a point of time, not whilst the sand 
Runs in the glass. Dost fear its shortness ? See 
How long it is ! 
On with the cloak. Begone ! 

King. And thou ! 

Queen. My post is here. • 

King. To perish ? 

Queen. No, 
To live to a blest old age with thee in freedom. 
A %vay my Charles, my ^ng I 1 i\ia\\ \» «afo— 
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And if I were not, •onld I live if thoo — 
Charles, thou wilt madden me. Tia the fint boon 
I ever craved ; and now, by our young lovea. 
By our commingled griefi^ a mighty apell. 
Our smiling children and thii bleeding land. 
Go ! I conjure thee, go ! 

King. I cannot 

Queen, King 
Begone ! or I will ipeak inch tmth— and truth 
Is a foul treason in this land — will rain 
Snch curses on them, as shall force Uiem send me 
To the scaflbld at thy side. Fly ! 

King. Dost thou see 
Fierce soldiers crowded round, as if to watch 
A garrisoned fort, rather than one nnarm^ 
Defenceless man, and think'st thoo I could win 
A step unchallenged ? Nor though to escape 
Were easy as to breathe, the vigilant guard 
Smitten with sudden blindness, the unnumbered 
And stirring swarms of this vast city locked 
In charmed sleep, and darkness over all 
Blacker than starless night, spectral and dim 
As an eclipse at noontide : though the gates 
Opened beibre me, and my feet were swift 
Aa the Antelope's, not then, if it but perilled 
A single hair of friend or foe would I 
Pass o'er the threshold. In my cause too much 
Of blood hath fiillen. Let mine seal all. I go 
To death as to a bridal ; thou thyself 
In thy young beauty was not welcomer 
Than he. Farewell, beloved wife ! My chosen ! 
My dear one ! We have loyed as peasants love, 
Been fond and true as they. Now fiire thee well ! 
I thank thee, and I bless thee. Pray for me, 
My Henrietta. 

Queen. Charles, thoa shall be nved. 
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Talk not of pariing. I'll to Fairfax ; he 
liave hope, and hope is life. 

King. Farewell! 

Q'lcen. That word— 
I pr'ythee speak it not-^withen me, lives 
Like a serpent's hiss within mins ear, shoots through 
My veins like poison, twines and coils about me 
('linging and killing. 'Tis a sound accurst, 
A word of death and doom. Why should'st thou 

speak it? 
Thou shall be saved ; Fairfiix shall save thee. Charley. 
Give me a ringlet of thy hair — No, no— 
Not now ! not now ! Thou shalt not die. 

King. Sweet wife, 
Say to my children that my last. fond thought — 

Queen. Last.' Thou shalt live to tell them of thy 
thoughts 
Longer than they or I to hear thee. Hearken ; 
Promise thou wilt await me here ! Let none— 
They will not dare, they shall not I but waste 
The hour. To Fairfax, the good Fairfax ! Charles 
Thou shalt not die. [Bicii QasxN. 

King. Oh truest, fondest woman ! 
My matchless wife ! The pang is mastered iiow» 
I am Death's conqueror. My Faithfulleit ! 
My Fairest ! My most dear ! I ne'er shall aee 
Those radiant looks again, or hear the soond 
Of thy blithe voice, which was a hope : or iael 
*The thrilling pressure of thy hand, almoat 
A language, so the ardent spirit burned 
And vibrated within thee ! I'll to prayer. 
And chase away that image ! I'll to prayer, 
And pray fiir tlue, sweet wife ! Ill to my prayerk 

[EgiL 

{In representation the Fiflk Act bigvu here.) 
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Scene II. — The Btmquetting-House at WkUehaU, gla$s 
folding-doors opening to the Scafotd^ which is cotieted 
wish Hack. The block, axe, ^. ximble ; Oficers and 
, other persons are huv in the badB-ground, and Crom- 
well is also there giving directions. 

Imcton, Harrison, and Hacker, meeting Cromwell 

behind, 

Hocr. Cromwell! — Good-monow Ireton! Whilher 
goes 
The General f 

Ire^ To see that all be ready 
For this great deed. 

Hack, He hath the eager step. 
The dark light in his eye, the upward look. 
The flush upon his cheek, that I've marked in him 
When marching to the battle. 

Har. Doth he not lead 
To-day in a great combat, a most holy 
And ^orious victory ? 

Crom. {at the hack of the Stage) Hast thou ta'en 
order 
That soon as the head's ofTthe Abbey bell 
Begin to toll ? 

Officer. I have. 

Crom. Look that the axe 
Be keen, and the hand* steady. Let us have 
1^0 butchery. [advancing to the front of the Stage*^' 

If he die not, we roust perish — 
That were as nothing ! but with us will die 
The liberty for which the blood of saints 
And martyrs hath been spilt, freedom of act. 
Of speech, of will, of faith ! Better one gray 
Discrowned head should fall, albeit a thought 
Before the time, than God's own people groan 
In slavery hr ever. 

6* 
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Har. Wh080 doabteth 
But he thaU <iie f 

Cram. Tti rnmoiured, nm. 
The soldiery, that one of a high place, 
Fairiax— But I believe it not Haat thoa 
Tlie Warrant Hacker? 

Hadk. No. 

/re. Since when doth Fairfax 
Dare to impagn the sentence of a free 
And public court of England — 

Har. Of the Great 
All-Righteous Judge who hath delivered him 
Manifestly to us ! 

Hadt Will he dare oppose 
Army and people ? He alone ! 

CrofR^ Be sure 
The good Lord-General, howsoever some scruple 
May trouble him, will play a godly part 
In this sad drama. Ay, I have the Warrant ! 
It is addressed to thee. Thou must receive 
Tl^e prisoner, and conduct him hither. * 

Hack Hath 
The hour been yet resolved ? 

Crom. Not that I hear. 

Enter Fairfax. 

Ha ! our great General ! Well met my LonK 
We that are laden with this heavy burthen 
Lacked your sustaining aid ! 

Fair. Cromwell, I too 
Am heavy laden. 

Crom. You look ill at ease ; 
Tis this chill air, the nourisher of rheumi, 
The very frog of frost; that turns men's blood 
To water. 

Fair. No, the grief is here. Regret, 
Almost remorse, and doubt and fear of wrong 
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Press heavily upon me. Is this death 
Lawful ? . 

Ire, His country** sentence, good my Lord, 
May be thy warrant • . ^^ 

Jbtr. An anointed King ! ? « 

Har. A bloody tyrant 

Fair. Yet a man* whose doom 
Lies on our conscience. We might save the King 
£ven now at the eleventh hour ; we two 
Hold the nice scales of life and death, and shall not 
Fair mercy sway the balance ? Dost thou hear me ? 
Wilt thou not answer ? Canst thou doubt our power ? 

Croat. No. Man hath always power for ill. I know 
We might desert our friends, betray our country, 
Abandon our great cause, and sell our souls 
To Hell. We mi'ght do this, and more; might 

shroud 
These devilish sins in holy names, and call them 
Loyalty, Honour, Faith, Repentance— -cheats 
Which the great Tempter loves i 

F(ur, Yet hearken, Cromwell ! 
Bethink thee, of thy fame. 

Crom. Talk'st thou of fame 
To me ? I am too mean a man, too lowly. 
Too poor in state and name to need abjure 
That princely sin ; and for my humbleness 
I duly render thanks. Were I as thou— 
Beware the lust of fame. Lord General, 
Of perishable fame, vain breath of man. 
Slight bubble, frailer than the ocean foam 
Which from her prow the good ship in her course 
Scattereth and passeth on regardlessly. 
Lord General beware ! 

Fair. I «m Lotd General ; 
And I alone by mine own voice have power 
To stay this deed. 

Crom. Alone! 
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Fair. Ill answer it 
Before the Council 

Cronu Ha! alone !— come neanr. 

Fair. What woidd'st thoa of me 7 

Crom. Yonder men are firm 
And honest in the cause, and brave as steel; 
Yet are they zealots, blind and farious zealots ! 
I would not they should hear us — bloody zealots! 

Fair. Speak, sir, we waste the hour. 

Crom. I would confess 
Relentings like thine own— They hear us not? 

Fair. 1 joy to hear thee. 

Crom. Thou art one elect, 
A leader in the land, a chosen vessel, 
And yet of such a mild and gracious mood. 
That I, stem as I seem, may doff to thee 
This smooth and governed mask of polity. 
And shew the struggling heart perplexed and grieve 
In all its nakedness. Yes, I have known 
The kindly natural love of man to man 
His fellow ! — the rough soldier's shuddering hate 
Of violent death, save in the battle ; lastly, 
A passionate yearning for that sweetest power 
Bom of fair Mercy. 

Fair. Yet but now thou chidd'st me 
And with a lofty scom for such a weakness. 
The change is sudden. > 

Crom. Good my Lord, I strove 
And wrestled with each pitying thought as bom 
Of earthly pride and mortal sin. Full oft 
We, that are watdieis of our wretched selves, 
Aiming at higher virtues, trample down 
Fair shoots of chari^ and gentle love, 
Yet still my breast was trouUed. And since thou 
Art moved by such relentings— 

Fair. And a promise 
Made to my wife. 
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Crom. A wiie and pioua lady ! 

Fear. Thou wilt then save the King ? 

Crom. Sir, -we most have 
S(MM higher wamotrjr than oar wild will, 
Our treacherous human will, afore we change 
The fiat of a nation. Thou art a man 
Elect and godly — Harrison f — go seek 
The presence of the Lord. Perhaps to thee 
A guiding answer, a divine impulsion. 
May be vouchsafed. Go with him Harrison! 
JSeek ye the Lord together. 

Fair. ^Tis a wise 
And pious counsel. 

Crom. Step apart awhile ; 
We will await ye here. 

[Elxeitnt Fairfax and Harrison. 

Promweix gives the WarraM to Hacker^ 

Now! now! be quick! . [£a»( Hacker 

Is the scafibid all prepared ? The headsman waiting 

With shrouded visage and bare arm ? The axe 

Whetted ? Be ready on the instan'. . Where 

Be guards to line the room, mute wondering faces, 

A living tapestry, and men of place 

To witness this great deed ? A King should fall 

Decked with the pageantries of Deatli, the clouds 

That roll around the setting sun* 

Ire. If Fair&z - 

Retnm before he come-^ 

Crom. Dost thou mistrust 
Harrison's gift in pra3rer ? The (General's safe. 
Besidea I sent erewhile the Halberdiers 
To guard Charles Stuart hither. Hacker 'II meet 
His prisoner. 

Ire. But should Fairfax— 

Crom. Wherefore waste 
A word on such a waverer! 
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Ire. What hath swayed him f 

Crom.. His wife ! his wife ! The Queen hath wen 
again 
That haughty dame, and her fend tean — 

Ire. I marvel 
That thoQ endur'st that popiih witch of France 
So near. 

Crom. I watch her. He must dib ! Tis borne 
Upon my soul as what shall be. The mce, 
The name shall perish. 

Ire. Ay, the very name 
Of&ing. 

Crom. Of Stuart. 

Ire. And of King. 
Crom. So be it 
Will Bradshaw never come? 

Enter Bkass^aw, Cook, Marten and otkere. 

Ah welcome ! welcome ! 
Ye are late. 

Brad. Yon living mass is hard to pierce 
By men of civil calling. The armed soldiers 
Can scantly force a passage fer their prisoner. 

Crom. He comes ? 

Brad. He's at the gate. 

Ire. What say the people f 

Brad. The most are pale and silent, as a Fear 
Hung its dull shadow over them ; whilst some 
Struck with a sudden pity weep and wonder 
What ails them ; and a few bold tongues are loud 
In execration. 

Ire. And the soldiers t 

Mar. They 
Are true to the good cause. 

Crom. The righteous cause ! 
My friends and comVades ye are come to witn^ 
The mighty consummation. See, the sun 
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Breaks forth! The Heavens look down upon our 

work 
Smiling ! , The Lord hath risen ! 
Ire. The King! 

(Enter Ike Kino, Hacker, Hkrbert, a Bishop, 

Ouards, ^.) 
King. Why pause ye ? 
Come on. 

(Herbkkt gives the Kino a letter.) 

Herb. Sir^, frum thy Son. 

King. My boy ! My boy ! 
No ; no ; this letter is of life, and I 
And life have shaken hands. My kingly boy ! 
And die fair girl ! I thought to have done with thif. 
But it so clings! Take back the letter, Herbert 
Take it I say. Forgive me. . Now, sirs. 
What see ye on that platfiirm ? I am as on* 
Bent on a far and perilous voj^e, who seeks 
To hear what rucks beset his path. What see ye ? 

Brad. Only the black-masked headsman. 

King. Ay, he w^ars 
His mask upon his &ce, an honest mask. 
What see ye more? 

Brad. Naught save the living sea 
Of human &oes, blent into one mass 
Of sentient various life : woman and man, 
Cbihlbood and infimcy, and youth and age, 
Commingled with its multitudinous eyes 
Upturned in expectation. Awful gaze ! 
Who may abide thy power? 

iCinf . I shall lor^k upward. 
Why pause we here ? 
Crom. Ay, why? 

Brad. May it please thee, sir, 
To reel awhile J Briog jwine^ 
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Kir.g. I need it not. 
Yes ! fill the cup ! fill high the sparkling cup ! 
This is a holiday to loyal breasts. 
The King's accession day. Fill high ! fill high f 
The block, the scafibld, the swift sudden axe. 
Have yet a privilege bejrond the slow 
And painful dying bed, and I may quaff 
In ray full pride of strength a health to him. 
Whom, pass one short hali^hour, the funeral knell 
Proclaims my successor. Health to my soo ! 
Health to the King of England ! Start ye, sirs. 
To hear the word? Health to King Charles, and 

peace. 
To this fair realm ! And when that blessed time 
Of rightful rule shall come, say that I left 
For the bold traitbin that condemned, the cowards. 
Who not opposing, murdered me (T have won 
So near the Throne of Truth that true words spring 
Unbidden from my lips) say that I left 
A pardon, liberal as the air, to all, 
A free and royal pardon ! — Pr*ythee speed me 
On my rough journey. 

Crom, Wherefore crowd ye there ? 
Make way. 

King, 1 thank thee, sir. My good Lord Bishop. 
Beware the step-* 

[Exeunt Kino, Hkrbkrt, Bishop and Ovardt, 

{A pause.) 

Cram. Doth he address the»people ? 

Mar. Not sa He kneels. 

CriMn. Twere fittest. Close the door. 
This wintry air is diill, and the Lord President 
Is of a feeble body. 

(Scremi mttoKi.) 
BT9i. Hiish! 



^ 
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Crom. Til one 
Who niuBt be stored. 

Brad. TheQueed? 

CVom. Go stop her, Ireton. [Exit Ikjcton. 

It were not meek that earthly loves should mingle 
With jTonder dying prayer. Tes! Still he kneels. 
Hacker oome hither. If thou see a stir 
Amongst the crowd, send for my horse; they're 

ready; — 
Or if, midst these grave men, some feeUe heart 
Wax fiunt in the great cause, as such there be ; — 
Or on the scafibld, if he cling to life 
Too fendly ; — I'd not send a sinful soul 
Before his time to his accompt, good Bredshaw ! 
Bttt no delay ! Is he still kneeling? — Matk me. 
No idle dalliance,. Hacker! I must hence, < 
Lest Fairfax—no weak dalliance ! no delay ! 
The cause, the cause, good Bradshaw ! 

[Exit arid ike Scene closet. 

Scene UL-^Another OaUery in Whitehall, 

Enter Cromwell. 

Crom. Methought I heard her here.<-»No!-»If6he 
win 
To Fairfax !--phe must die, as Ahab erst 
Or Rehoboam, or as the great heathen 
Whom Brutus loved and slew. None ever called 
Brutus a murdered! And Charles had trial — 
Twas more tAan Csasar had !^-free open trial, 
If he had pleaded. But the Eternal Wrath 
Stifiened him in his pride. It was ordained. 
And I but an impassive instrument 
In the Almighty hand, an arrow chosen 
From out the sheaf. If I should reign hereafter 
Men shall not call me bloody. — Hark ! the bell ! 
No— -all is hush as midnight.*— I shall be 
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Tenderer of English lives. Have they forgot 
To sound the bell ? He must 9e dead. 

QuecTu (withmtf) Lord Fairfax! 

Cram, The Queen ! the Queen ! 

Enter the Queen. 

Queen. They told me he was here— 
I see him not, — but I have wept me blind : — 
And then that axe, that keen, bright edgy axe. 
Which flashed across my eyeballs, blinding m« 
More than a sea of tears. — ^Here's one. — Oh % 
If thou be a man, and bid the headsman stay 
His blow for one short hour, one little hour. 
Till I have found Lord Faiiiax ! Thou shalt ba?e 
(jold, mines of gold ! Oh save him ! save the King ! 

Cr€m. Peace ! peace ! Have comfort ! 

Q.ueen. Comfort ! and he dies. 
They murder him ; the axe falls on his neck ; 
The blood comes plashing; — Comfort! 

Enter Lady Fairfax. 

Lady F, Out alas! 
I can hear naught of Fairfax, royal Madam! 
Cromwell, the Master-murderer ! 

Queen. Oh forgive her? 
She knows not what she says. If thou be Craawall 
Thou hast the power to rescue : See, I kneel ; 
I kiss thy feet. Oh save him ! Take the crown ; 
Take all but his dear life ! « Oh save him, save hia ! 
And I will be thy slave !— I, a bom Princess, 
I, a crowned Queen, will be thy slave. 

Crom, Arise! 
My Lady Fairfax lead this frantio woman 
To where her children bide. 

QMen. Thou wilt not make 
My children fiuherless ? Oh mercy ! Mercy ! 
I have a girl, a weeping innocent girl. 
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That never learnt to smile, and she shall be 
Thy handmaid ; she Adl tend thy daughters. I, 
That ivas so proud, offer my fairest child 
To be thy bondwoman. 

Cram. Raise her ! Undo 
These clasping hands. I marvel. Lady Fairfiix* 
Thou canst endure to see a creature Imeel 
To one create. 

Lady F. Out on thee, hypocrite! 
Where lags my husband ? 

Queen. Save him, save him, Cromwell,! 

Ctxna. Woman arise ! Will this long agony 
Endure forever ? 

Enter Irieton on one aide, followed by Fairfax and 
Harrison on the other. 

Is he dead? 

Fair. WJiat means 
This piercing outcry ? 

Queen. Fair&x! He is saved ! 
He is saved'' 

Ire. The bell ! the Abbey bell ! Hark ! 

Crom. There 
The will of Heaven spake. The King is dead. 

Fair. Look/ tot the Queen. Cromwell, this bloody 
work 
Is thine. 

Crom. I'his work is mine. JFor yon sad dame, 
She shall away to France. This deed is mine, 
And I will answer it. The Commonwealth 
Is firmly 'stablished, Ireton. Harrison, 
The Saints shall role in IsraeL My Lord General, 
The array is thine own, and I a soldier, 
A lowly follower in the cause. This deed 
Is mine. 

KNO OF the TRAGEXkY. 
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IS SHE A BRKJAND? 



ACT I. 



SoKNE I. — A haU in a Swin katd ; lighted by a large 
&BRp, suspendeeL-^ Tbile and chairs. 

Enter Fi^TZ and Mariette. 

Priiz, What is that you say, ]^|ariette, ahout Clara 
Wendel? 

MArieUe^ Peter Sohnaps, the postboy — 

Fritz, Peter Schnaps ! that iellow is always on your 
lips. — ^Bat what ooek-anoMkU stoiy has he brought 
now? 

MtrieL He has just airived, and while he was mb* 
bing dovm the gray mare, he told me that Clara Wen- 
del has broken prison in the neighbouring cantcm/ond 
by this time is at the head of her band of brigands 
again, among the mountains. 

Fritz. The devil ! Bolts and bars can't keep that 
woman quiet 

Manet B^ Agnes preserve us ! We may all be ra- 
vished and middered befiire we get up in the morn- 
ing !— -I am irightentfd out of my wits at the bare 
thoughts of it. 

iMz. Po, po, child !. you are a fool ! thereVi nodan- ' 
ger of Clara treating you in that manner. She's a 
.very civil creatui^ though she doet oecoBvotiB^ "va^ 
Imre the tvesjy iraveUer of the "weii^V Q$>Di% ^nxia 
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but as to ravishing or ill-treating damsels, she's as in- 
noaeiU as I am. 

ManeU O dear, sir ! I wouldn't trust heb — ^Though 
she does appear to be an angel at times, at others she's 
a very devU. 

Fritz. And isn't that the case virith most womisn ? 

{Knocking.) 

MarieL Hark ! — what noise is that ? 

Friiz. More travellers. Go, child, and show them in. 

MarieL If it should be Clara, now, at the head of 
her band ! 

Fritz. Nonsense, I say — go open the door. TbaX 
rascal, Peter Schnaps, is eternally kicking up a dust 
in the village with his silly stories — (ibioc&u^)— Be- 
gone, before they beat the door off its hinges. 

[Exit MARumm. 
The escape of this desperate Clara will give the 
whole canton a fit of St Vitus' dance, and the giris 
will be afraid to sleep alone until she is once agiin 
safe under lock and key. 

Enter Claka, Bridoit, and Maukttk with a lamp in 

her hand, 

Mariet. This way, ladies^ this way. 

Clara, (to Muriette) — ^Horses, horses, child, for th« 
love of heaven! — ^Horses without delay, for I must fly 
for my life. 

MarieL Bless me! this lady appears to be bewil- 
dered. 

Fritz. She will be if she leaves the Hawk and Bus- 
zard at this time of night 

Clara, (to Mariette) — ^Be quick, and order m pon^ 
chuM. Each minute that is lost is a dagger Id my 
heart 

MarieL What is that die Mys about daggpift 4k • 
very strange. woiiMii! [SmL 
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Friiz, Madam, permit me to say, that the accomiMh 
dations at the Hawk and Buzzard — 

Clara. Pest upoo the Hawk and Buzzard. 

Frilz. Yea should not say that, my lady, ibr there 
is not another such hotel in the whole canton. My 
table would make an epicure's mouth water — liqoeri 
delicious — beds like balloons — 

Clara. This fellow wiU set me wild ! 

Frilz. I will tell yon a good story of an English tra- 
Teller who passed the summer with me . — When he 
arrived, he was as lean as a pitch-fork — a mere shot- 
ten herriog--'4DO thin to cast a shadow. 

BridgeL Patience, my dear mistress. 

Fritt. But he no sooner set eyes upon my larder, 
than his spifiti revived. I administered to him a bot- 
tle of genuine cognac btandy daily, — he had no other 
phyaician— and what do you think was the result ? 

Clara. He died, I suppose. 

Fritz. Toa are wrong— 4 said he hod no physi- 
cian. Last week he left me as plump and oily as an 
Amsterdam merchant 

Clara. Now, as I have no wish to become as plump 
and oily as an Amsterdam merchant, but wish' to leave 
die Hawk and Buzxard without a moment's delay, 
procure me a post-chaiBe and let me depart 

Friiz* I am sure if you were but to take a peep in- 
to my larder, you would change your mind. 

dara. I have told you 1 wish to depart 

Fritz. True, my Udy, but then you had notseenmy 
acoommodatioos. 

Clara. Rid me of this etenal talker, or we shaH not 
start tp night 

Bridget (to FrUz) Cotubf order the hotMs, we have 
no lime to lose. 

/V^ Bfy beds are like balloons — « 
fBri^lgtL We have heard that already. 

F)nm, My kidep--arii, UA, and fowl— 
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BridgeL We have but little appetite for it at pre- 
sent. 

Fritz. And then I have a swelling bottle of as fine 
Nantz brandy — it would warm the cockles oS 3rour 
heart to look at it 

BridgeL I should judge you have 'done more than 
look at it. — (Pushes him out) ■ 

Ftitz, You are &e first that ever refiised to taste my 
brandy. [£lrif. 

Clira, Thank heaven he is gone ! 

BridgeL My dear mistress, be more cailm. 

Clara- More calm, Bridget, more calm! when we 
have still to travel ten leagues before we arrive at Co- 
lonel Herman's chateau, and night has already .set in f 

Bridget What if it is night ! It is no6lhe coslora 
of the country, I believe, to get married at sunrise. 

Clara, If I should not arrive in time to break off 
this fatal marriage, what will become of me ? 

BridgeL Nay, nay, console yourself Tbe diaap' 
pointments of k>ve pass away very speedily, I aasufi 
you. 

CZaro. Ah ! I feel, if I lose Herman, 1 dudl not en- 
joy another happy moment on earth. 

BridgeL You must allow, if you do lose him, it will 
be jTOur own fiiult~-why have you for so kng a Ume 
refiised to give him your hand ? and, above all, why do 
you at present torment yourself with unreasoDable jea- 
lousy? 

Clara. Have I not reason to be jealous, and todoubc 
his afieotion, when he is on the point of m ai ty in g 
other? 

BridgeL It does look a little suspiciouB, tha^t 
tain ; tet dieie men are all alike. 

CSora. I am at a loss to discover who my rival , 
be. Perhaps that lively French coquet, win. 
the summer at Lausanne, and whom the Cokod fbl- 
lovrod with ineh devotion^- -If there luU not bten 
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iODietliing in if, this letter had not been sent to me to 
clear up my doubts. 

Bridget, You trust to an anonjrmouB letter, and im- 
mediately take post, without even bidding adieu to 
vQur &inily,or providing yourself with a passport. 

Clara. Listen, and you'll perceive that I had not a 
moBMnt to hx»/— (Reads) " Amiable Clara, a person 
inlereeted in your happiness feels that he ought to ad- 
vise you that Colonel Herman is to be married at his 
chateau, near Geneva, on the 13th of the present 
month,"— that will be to-morrow — ** to a lady to whom 
he became violently attached at Lausanne. Splendid 
preparations have been made to receive the stranger, 
and the Colonel appears to be the happiest man 
alhre." • I^fidiotis wretch ! 

Bridge So I say ; but still I do not understand the 
reason of your despair. 

dura. At your time of life, Bridget, yoi| no longer 
know any thing about the aflbirs of love. 
L Bridget Don't you believe that, my lady— -may you 
live long enough to discover your error. 

(JIara. ( VideaUy)h*WiW the horses never be ready ! 

Bridget, Be not so imitetieni; you will rouse the 
whole house. 

Chrm. I care i^ot^-I wish to be gooa 

Enter Ma&ibttx. 

MuritUe. Madam, have you a passport? 

dartL No: but what of that? 

MarieL Because, madam, Mr. Fritz says you can go 
no farther without one. 

Bridget That fellow is determined we shall taste 
his bottle of Nantz brandy. 

4lariet An order has arrived not to give horses to 
any one to night without a passport 

Clara. Travellers arrested in this manner ! ^I tell 
3rou I must depart, and immediately. 



rid. I UiU ibem so { bul alill they roTuMd 

BriigtL Thti is whal 1 foared. 

Clara, Whnl it lo be dpne in Ihis eilreTnilyl 

Mariel. If nrndiua knoiva any oaein Lhe villagsfflu 
will vouch fi)r hor — 

6'bim- I kouw no one. and now ragrel not hsiin; 
spoken u few wordi lo, IhBl oflieioua old fellow whuu- 
riiecl B.t Iho villags with as. 

BriflgcU A kind wunl and a smile, ray lady, woold 
• hnvD duns ihe biuineu. 

Clara, da 1 nul Bpeak ID the bui^gomaster t 

ShritL He boa gone to bed long ngo. 

Clara. {Impatienlli/,} — But CEin't yoa coll Wan Op! 

MatitL Ah! lie »un'[ be dianicbed at Oi'ie lime a! 
niglil. — He's s gendeiasD. and not a pnt-horacl and 
1 can tell you ho is no common burgomailer. He b«i 
lieeo al Parin, and bcnidcH, lii) i* s man of fiopenf, 
and noone wonid think of rousing him onl of hi Ijl 
at midnight. W 

Clara. il<^to am I arrestr^ when near the md it Of 
journey, and all my hopea delbaled. 

Bridget. Thurs ia no reantn M deapaic yet. WdU 
a presaing letter to the burijomasler — mute yoniMir 
known, and we Bhall be ntlon'ed to i^oceed. 

Clara. Il ia worth the Irinl. — (.Uoes la lAf taUt, »p^ 
■cAitA ore icriling impliment>.)—Mj little giri, o 
tind some ooe who will carry n loiter W the In 
let J Here are ten dorina to pay hun for hia troniMe. 

MarieL I'eler S(<hiiap«, the postilion, will do il in 
the crack of a wliip. I'll fa &r him, and, aa ha't ta 
bed, I know where lo find him. There opo few «ieli 
lade aa Peler, 1 prumJBe yoa. In 8 few minutea he Will 
be gallopiiig on his grav mare, and your buiineas «• Mi- 
lled. I£ni 
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an af&ir of great importance — an affiiir upon which 
depends my happiness, and perhaps my life, obliged me 
to depart fhmi Lanaanne without a passport I have 
arrived wi&out meeting vrith any obstacle as fitf as 
5rour village, where I find my progress suddenly ar- 
reited. Will you give orders that they ' allow me 
hones ? and accept the sincere gratitude ot the 

Countess D'Albi." 

Bridge That's enough. Your name and reputa- 
tacm are well known throughout the three cantons. 

Clara. See if they are came to carry the letter. 

Enter Mariette. 

MarieUe, Peter is coming, madam. He was nearly 
asleep, bftt I roused him, and he is now saddling the 
gray mare. 

Gar€L (Qiving Ihe letter) — Give him tliis letter, and 
ItU.him to be expeditious. 

m^ Bridget, If you would take a few minutes rest un- 
llUii" return. 

X^hra. Rest, when I am sufiering martyrdom ! See 
what time has already virasted away. 

Bridget. But you would not appear in this manner 
at the diateau! 

Clara. You recall me to my senses. — ^Young wo- 
man, show me to (^ chamber. 

MarieL Every thing is ready. This vray» madam. 
(JSkowing chttMer on hft — Exit Clara oiufBRioaBT.) 
Truly that woman does not seem to be altogether in 
her right senses. 

Eiiier PkteR'Schnaps, whip in hamd, and a wisp of 

hay in Ms cap. 

Ftier. Mariette, Mariette ! I say. 
MarieL Here am I, Peter. 

Peter. And what are you doing there, when I want 

8 
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you here ? Move qaick ! — Faster ! — {crachng hit whip) 
^That will do. 

Mtriet (Taking the hayfromki* btmnet) — ^Whatthe 
deuce ii thii you have here, Peter? 

Peier, Thatf — Some of the feathers out of my bol- 
ster, yon foolw— But why have you called me from the 
liay-loll at this time of night? Speak-— answer me that 
Mdri^ Here is a letter that the travelling lady gave 
me— 

Peier, And what is that letter to me ? And I see 
you have been saddling the gray mare too, while I was 
brushing the fleas from me. 

MarieL She gave me the letter and said — 
Peter. But why did you saddle the gray mare ? I 
don*t like that business at all ; and mind you, when 
we are married, never let me catch you saddling the 
gray mare— or^-do you Bee^cracks whip.) The gray 
mare is my favourite, and I love her. All the edier 
pos^horses have played me some scurvy trick or other, 
but the gray mare has never been guilty of such ca- 
pers. — ^When she is once saddled she shouldn't be kept 
waiting. 

MarieL But it is yourself who have kept her waiting. 

Peter, I ! — ^That's another affiur. I am the master, 

and I'll let her know she shall wait as long as I please. 

You say, then, that the lady, who has no passport, has 

written to the burgomaster to send her one ? 

MarieL Yea, and she begs that ytm will lose no time 
in delivering it 

Peter. What's that ! — ^I must kill the gray mare tbr 
the sake of the lady's bright eyes? — ^There's two 
words to that bargain. She wants a passport, you say ? 
Well, Ae can't get one. 

MarieL And why not? She has the air of a stylish 
person. 
Pekr. And what of that ? Hasn't the groat thill 
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hone the air of a stylish person ? See how gaily he 
carries his head and tail ! — and yet the first day 
I mounted him, he reared up, and knocked three of ray 
teeth down my throat, and broke all to smash two fine 
guniogles.— It isn't the teeth that I grumble at, but 
then the sursingles were as good as new. But this 
protty traveller cannot have her passport. It is I, Pe- 
ter SchnapB, postilion, who tells you so, and there is 
reason for it. 

Mariet What reason ? 

Peter. It is— I'll tell you. 

MarieL Well, well, make haste. 

Peter, And if I should not please to say a word, I 
am my own master, I suppose, and your master, and the 
gray mare's master too, and you'll both move as I bid 
your-'Or— (flourishes whip) — ^you understand. — ^1 have 
said that she cannot have horses to night, for the order 
prineipally relates to females. 

Mariet. To females i and why so ? 

Peter, How often have I begun to tell you, when 
yoar decking — 

MarieL Well, well, make haste. 

Peter,. Silence — ^you do not know who has arrived in 
Lausanne? 

Mariet. No. 

Peter. Clara Wendel has escaped from prison. 

MarieL You told me that two hours ago. 

Peter. And what of that ; I'll tell yon it again two 
hours hence, if I've a mind to. — I got the news- from 
the burgomaster himself, who came here to night and 
ordered us to give no horses without a passport. You 
flee now this letter is of no use-«beside8, 1 won't fatigue 
the gray mare, and I wish to go tq the hay'loft and 
finish my snooze. 

MarieL But think of the lady. 

Peter. I do. Never fear that. I'll get up in less 
than an hour, and tell her that the burgomaster has 



Hiid no. — Tfaal boIIIci the buaincH: she'll pay me <iir 
nij Itouble, nnd no body will be the wiser. 

ibtieL Thai's not rigbl, Foler, nod ir you doa'l 
da ss I Irid you. I'll not marry you. 

Ptler. You'll nol murry ms! — you — Ijalsiig vii^) — 
1 ihuuld like W sea Ihnr. — ll'i like the gray mare n- 
fiuing 10 go. — Bui nu mailer — I'll go to ihe bnigo- 
raaeler — and ulien 1 return — lerodis Aii uthip) — yonll 
not many me. oh I— We eholl egc. [£nl. 

Maria. iRiilbirigkerarjti] — What a charming fdkiw 
he is — nad he lovea me cvcu lo matrimony, wluA'M 

Lindor/. ( IVirioutl— Very well, very well, Pel 
have performed your errand. 
Mariil. Blew db, here Ih the burgomailer hii 

Eitter LiNBonp. 
Und. And do you hear,— let the guard rsDiBJn 
at lbs (luor oflliB inn, and mind that you don't kick 
up.a daiil of ■ row. — Though she is a brigand, still 
eIid is a lady, and we ought akvayn lo pay proper rB 
sped to the fair sei. 

MarieL What ie U»l he says about a bngnnd T 
Und. Yonng woman, you have a traveller here. 
arrived this evoning ) 

Yes, Mr. Bui^master. 
[om I — She has no pUBporl 7 
No. Mr. Burgonusler. 
-£ind. Right. — Has she written her name in yoDi 






wished n 
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Lmd, Out of compassion for your innocence and 
beauty, I will overlook your fault this time ; but see 
to what you have exposed yourself, my child : The fa- 
mous Clara Wendel has stopped here ; yon have given 
her an asylum, and will be liable to all the penalties. 
You are not aware of the enormity of your oflbnce. 

MarieL 1 am sure I meant no harm. 

JUnd. Peihopenot; but young women do a great 
deal of mischief, sometimes, when they mean no harm. 
But go, an^ tell the lady to insert her name in yow 
register, and bring it here for me to look at 

MarieL Yes, Mr. Burgomaster. 

Lind. And harkee ! Don't tell her who I am. Not 
a whisper. The terrors of my name would put her on 
her guard. 

MarieL 1 understand, sir. 

Idnd. One word more. Do you know, child, that 
you are the prettiest girl iii the whole canton T—iKi§- 
sing her.) ^ 

Mariet. La, now ! do you think so ? Peter Schnaps 
has said as much a hundred times. 

Lind. Hang Peter Schnaps, what should he know 
about it? I have been at Paris^ — Your lips are provok- 
ingly tempting. — {Kisses her) — ^Go, go, and mind how 
you trust to what that damned bandy-legged postilion 
says to you. — His morals are as crooked as his shanks. 
I have been at Paris, and understand these matters. 

MarieL Peter's not to be sneezed at, though his legs 
are none of the straightest [Takes the register and exit 

Lind. A tidy piece of flesh that ! A good bait for the 
deVil to catch a burgomaster with. She has made me 
forget the travelling lady's letter. — Let us see what 
she has vmtten. — {jOpens the feeler)— Clara Wendel 
no donbt will endeavour to reach France by passing / 

throogfa this canton, and the honour of taking her is re- - 
served for me. But if in visiting this inn I should again ■ y i 
have the happiness of seeing that fiur traveller whom- ^'' M 

8* 
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I met a few leagues from this! She certainly made an 
impressicm on me, and, on the other hand, I flatter my* 
self that she regarded me with something like emotion. 
Mr. Burgomaster, 3rou will aiwa3rs be a rogue among 
the women, and I must say, while at Paris, jrou passed 
your time in a manner not altogether oompatiUe with 
the severity of your municipal functions.— (Looflirui^ 
at the letter}— Wh&t do I see ? The Coimtess D*Albi ; 
the rich widow who has taken up her residence in 
Switzerland, and distributes so many blessings arpund 
her! O! certainly the order can't extend to her. They 
say she is a very pret^ woman, and I must see her. 

Enter Mariette, with register and trunk. 

Mariet Save us, Mr. Burgomaster, save us, for we 
shall have terrible work presently. 

lAnd. What's the matter, child, what's the matter ? 
You frighten me out ojf my wits. 

Mariet. See, here is the register. 

Und. The " Countess D'Albi."— Well, what of that' 

MarieL And the name on the trunk that i have pla- 
ced on the table. — Only look at that ! 

lind, (Putting on his spectacles) " Clara !" 

Mariet. Clara! O, dear! what will become of os? 

lAnd. Yes, I see it plain enough — C-1-a-r-a — ^It isClara. 

MarieL St. Barbara shield us! If all the band should 
be in the neighbourhood ! 

Lind. Go and tell Peter to bring up a remibrce- 
raent of ten men. — Stop, stop a moment — ^Is this wo- 
man alone ? 

MarieL No indeed — Athene is another old brigand 
with her. 

JJnd. A brigand, say you ? 

MarieL A terrible brigand, like herself; a .wonan, 
but such a (me as would cool the courage <tf any man. 

land. This is a trying moment.— Have yoa seen 
their arms? 
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Marid. Their arms? — O, yes — the captain's are as 
Tound and almost as handsome as my own. 

Lind. Blood and thunder ! their weapons, I mean. 

MarieL O ! I haven't seen them all; but I recollect 
when they arrived I overheard them say something 
about daggers.-^ 

IJmi* Daggers ! — ^the devil !— Tell me, is she pretty? 

MarieL When I first saw her I thought so, but since 
I have read her name I begin to think her as ugly as 
the witch of Endor. 

lAnd. Ugly ! — ^that alters the case materially. — Call 
fi>r a reinforcement of twenty-five. men. — Be quick. 

[Mariette takes the trunk off, and exit. 
Every thing tends to confirm the belief that tliis can be 
no other than Clara Wendel. It is not the first time 
that she has assumed a respectable name ; and, on the 
other hand, from what motive should the Countess 
IVAibi travel by poet at midnight — alone and without 
attendants? — ^The thing is as plain as the nose in my 
fiwse. — ^Here she comes. — ^Lindorf, be on your guard. 

Enter Clara and Bridget. 

Clara, Bridget, see if that fool of a burgomaster has 
sent me an answer yet. 

Idnd. (Apart) — Fool of a burgomaster ! — A marked 
contempt for all officers of justice. 

Clara. Go and see if my messenger has returned. 

[Exit Briixset. 

Idnd. If I do not deceive myself, this is the lady I 
travelled with, and who appeared to shun my observa- 
tion. 

Clara. (Apart) — ^That is certainly the old fellow who 
was so officious on the, route ! So much the better; he . 
shall vouch for me. 

lind. She's devilish pretty. — ^There's no two ways 
about it — ^I can see that plain enough, for I have been 
at Paris. 
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Clara, Sir, will 3roa excuse die liberty wh 
cumstances compel me to take ; but the impo 
of a bnigomaster, who resembles all the burgo 
pait» prasent, and to come-— 

LM, Blriant — ^madam — the- -boigomaster 
canton — ^pennit me to ^ay — 

Cfara. Is as great a brute as any in the fhitei 
he would have had the decency to have answe 
letter of a lady requesting a fiivour. 

Jdnd, He may be to blame in the present ii 
but want of attentioa to the ladies is not ooi 
, among his fiiulis, I aaiare 3rou ; and I hope, i 
when you know him — 

Chmu Know him !— save me ih)m that yei 
beseech you. 

^ Lind. Save her lirom that ! — ^Wishes to atei 
of the facers of justice, I perceive. — ^Proof apm 

Clara. Do you reside in this village; sir ? 

Lind. I do, madam. 

Clara. Then, sir, in the name of all the in 
that a female ought to have over a gallant ma 
you assist me to continue my journey without 
It is of the utmost importance jhat I depart imms 

Lind. {Aside)— 'No doubt — I see it all. — Afrai 
ing arrested. — Madam, believe me — what a pi 
such a pretty woman should have such vicious ] 
sities. — {Aside) 

Clara. In a word, sir, will you, or will you n 
der me a service, for which aJl my wealth ooc 
compensate 3roaf 

Lind. (A^de)— -Her wealth — that costs hep n 
What you ask is impossible, charming Clara. 

Clara. Yon know my name, it seems ! 

Lind. To whom is it unknown ? though, pen 
to lay, you have not rendered it quite as disttog 
as notorioQB. 

Clara. Sir ! — what is it 3rou mean ? 
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Uni. (Apart) — ^Zounds! I must be cautious,! see, or 1 
shall have 'a blow up here before the reinforcement ar- 
rives. 
.. Clara. I beseech you' to explain yourself. 

Und. Though 1 cannot render you this important 
service, it is still in my power, most fascinating Clara, 
to alleviate your situation. — Ah ! that I had not bat too 
much reason to know you ! — ^With what z^, what 
transport, what ardour ! — 

Clara. Sir! • « 

Idnd. Don't interrupt me. — ^Yes, with what ardour 
have you not conducted me along the fetal path that 
led to your ruin. 

Clam. My ruin ! — ^Again sir, I must beseech jrou to 
explain. 

Und. (Kissing her hand) — Adorable criminal, I will 
return in a moment : excuse my abrupt departure. — 
{AMde) I must go and see whqtbor the reinforcement 
has arrived, for curse me if I like to encounter her 
without a platoon or two. [ExU. 

Clara. I am confounded ! — ^The man is certainly out 
of hi(f senses, and I am as mad as he is to depend on 
him^-^-The night is far advanced, and 1 miist*siill tra- 
vel ten leagues. If I could depart on the instant, all 
might yet be well. 

Enter Bridojkt. 

Bridge. Madohi, there is no hope of departii^. — 
Tiie inn is surrounded, and we are arrested. 

Clara. What do I hear! 

Bridget And do you know, madam, why they have 
a^«8ted us? 

Clara. Arrested? what! — are you in your* senses, 
Bridget ? 

Bridget They take you, madam, to be the famous 
Clara Wendel. 

Clara. Good Heavens ! 
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Bridget. And me for some vagabond rascal of her 
band. I never thought to see the day when 1 should 
be apprehended for a ca^purse. 

Clara. O ! how I should laugh at this adventuro 
had it occurred at any other tim^ ! But is it not poasi- 
blo to undeceive these foolisli people ? — my letter lo 
the burgomaster^^ 

Bridget, Has operated against you. — ^Tho boigDoiaB- 
ter is no other than he who just left you. 

.Clara. There was nothing wanting but this. I have 
managed the affiur finely ! 

Bridget. We ore in a pretty predicament, that's the 
truth of it He is only waiting for liis ^uard to con- 
duct us to the neighbouring village to prison. 

Clara. To prison ? Horrible ! But does he not know 
my name ? 

Bridget He pretends that you have assumed it to 
make your disguise the more complete ; and all that I 
could say to him only tended to confirm his suspicions. 
They have seized the tnmk on which your name. Cla- 
ra, is engraved in large letters — and that, it aeema, is 
proof positive. 

Clara. And do you seriously think that we shall bo 
forced U> go with them ? 

Bridget. That point's settled ; but it will be oidy to 
the next village, where we shall be known. 

Clara. To the next village .'-^-Retrace the road we 
liavo travelled ! — (Covers her eyes with her htundk e r' 
chief) — Bridget, if we do not arrive at the chateau by 
morning, my anxiety will kill me. 

Bridget. You have found out, my deer miairev, 
what it is to run about the country like an adventurer. 
You etpose yourself to be taken up fur Clara Wendel, 
and me for your lieutenant If you had only taken ^ 
my advice— 

Clara. Do not add to my perplexities by your com- 
plaints. 
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Bridget. I am sure I don*t complain, madam, but I 
see how it will end* We shall be looked up in a dark 
dungeoD—hand-ciified — chained to the floor. That 
burgomaster is brute enough for any thing. 

Cfaro. Ah, Bridget ! my good girl, a thought occum 
to me, and if you will only second me, we shall yet 
accomplish our journey. 

Bridget I will do any thing to escape fitmi this di- 
lemma ; but what is to be done ? 

CUara. Bear me out in what 1 say, and fear nothing. 

Bridget I wish to the Lord I could bear myself out. 
They are coming. 

£afer LiNOORF, Fritz, Mariette, Peter, Guards, 
and Servant tvith trunk* 

lAndorf* Guard all the windows, and see that the 
eaTalry form in platoon bnyond the door. 

Bridget, {Apart) — ^The cavalry ! How shall we get 
past them, I wonder. 

lind, (GoIZantfy)— *Madam, I beseech you to pardon 
the unpleasant measures that I, as burgomaster, am 
oompoUed to take. I have been- at Paris, and under- 
stand wfaAt is due to a lady of your transcendent 
beauty. 

Bridget (Apar£) — ^I wish, with^all my heart, the old 
fool was at Paris at present. 

Lind. Will you condescend, most unfortunate, to an- 
swerme whether you know to whom this trunk belongs? 

Clara. It is mine, and is the present of a person 
very dear to me. 

Xmti {Apart) — ^Hem! It appears that she has a sus- 
ceptible heart, in spite of her profession. 

Bridget But when you tell them, madam, that you 
are the Countess D'Albi — (to Clara.) 

Clara. Silence, Bridget. 

Peter, {to MatrieUe) — Is this the famous thief ? Hang 
me if I MFOiild be afraid to encounter her. 
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Maricl. I should tremble for the result, Peter. 

Idnd. You are aware, most fascinating, that resiBt- 
ance is now useless. — Do you recognise this letter in 
which you have assumed the respectable name of the 
Countess D'Albi ? 

Clara, Yes, I wrote it, and what if I tell ymi that 
that name is mine? 

Idnd. Pardon, most beautiful, if I should be guilty 
of the rudeness not to belicv9 you. 

Peter. How damned polite the burgomaster ia. 

MarieL O ! he's been at Paris. 

IdTid. I fancy I have given you sufficient proof that 
1 do not resemble those imbecile burgomasters viith 
whom you meet every day. — ^I have a quick qre-— 
Your anxiety since your arrival here — ^your agitation 
when I addressed you on the route — the name of Cla- 
ra on the trunk — your haste to depart, and every cir> 
cumstance that has procured me the pleasure of this 
interview, makes me regret that rigorous duty— 

Clara, Well, well, Mr. Burgomaster, do your duty, 
since it would be only loss of time to say that I am not 
Clara Wendel — and I have none to lose at pfeaeot. 

Idnd. It delights me to hear so frank a bonfemoa 
from so beautiful a mouths — Peter, can you write f 

Peter. I don't know. 

Idnd. Don't knovv! 

Peter. No; how should I? — ^never tried. 

Lind. Strange that there should be such a nam of 
ignorance in so small a compass. — Fritz, yoa can 
write? 

Peter. Yo6 would say so, if you were to see what a 
slight he has at scoring double. 

Lind. Then sit down there, and make out die pro- 
cess verbal of arrest 

Clara. Process verbal ! — ^This is an indignity ^tml I 
will not— (Frits sits at the taUe.) 

lAnd. Pardon, beautiful Clara, this oomie is indis- 
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pensable. — As the judge in this case, may I presume, 
without being considered impertinent, to ask you a few 
questions? — ^\Vhy did you escape fhHU the prison at 
Lausanne? 

Clara. To regain my liberty. 

lAnd. Now that is candid. Permit me to ask whi- 
ther 3rou are going ? 

ClarcL To Colonel Herman's chateau, qear Geneva. 

lind. Write Colonel Herman. — And what motive, 
pray, had you in going there ? 

Clara, O jght I to confess that ? 

Bridget Yd see him hanged first. 

.jLuid. Ha! — Peter, keep an eye upon that despera- 
do. — And why not confess, amiable fugitive ? Perhaps 
you have made a rendezvous at the chateau ? 

Clara. You are right— my whole band is to assem- 
Ue there. 

Lind. Fritz, note that down. — ^The whole band is to 
meet at Colonel Herman's chateau. ^ 

Fritz, Not so fast, Mr. Burgomaster. 

Peier. Score double ; score double. 

lAnd, Silence ! — And with what intention does 3rour 
band assemble there, most beautiful and sprightly cul- 
prit? — ^Tell all the circumstances. 

Clara, I shall disguise nothing, and hope that my 
submission may entitle me to your indulgence. 

lAnd, {Kisging Iter hand) — ^You know not' how I ad- 
mire this candour. Speak without apprehension. 

Clara. Well then, at day break Colonel Herman's 
chateau was to have been pillaged and bum^ to the 
ground, and the band only wait for me to give them 
ilio signal. 

Lind. The signal ! Permit me to say that nature de- 
signed you rather to fire our hearts than to bum our 
houses. — But the signal — 

Clara. Would immediately re-unite the brigands 
concealed in the environs — It is known to me alone. 

9 
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ACT 11. 

ScEXE I. — A Garden^ decorated imth garlands, after the 
manner cf (he Swiss, on toedding days, — View of part 
rf the CdoneCs chateau. 

Enter Coloxel Herman and two Friends* 

}sl Friend. Faith, Colonel, every thing pnimises 
that your wedding will be a brilliant one. 

2d Friend. The chateau is decorated with becom- 
ing taste and elegance. 

(kionel. All my friends have arrived, and I hope 
they have met here some or the prettiest women in 
Geneva. 

\st Friend. No man of taste or gallantry can deny it. 

2d Friend. Tlic boquets, the bridal favoujv, the 
feast, the ball room, all is.prejpered^ but where is your 
intended bride. Colonel ? we see nothing of her yet. 

Cd. {Laughing) — ^Truo, our preparations will be of 
httlo consequence without her, and her absence begins 
to create some uneasiness. — She ought to have arrived 
before this. — ^The express that I forwarded, saw her 
get into a post-chaise, on her route here^ — She appear* 
ed to be as impatient as I am — but there is litde de- 
pendence to be placed upon the regularly of the poets 
at present. 

Ist Friend. And less upon a woman's will^ — It 
would be pleasant. Colonel, if she should not come at 
aU. Ha! ha! 

Cd. I know her too well to believe that she will 
disappoint my hopes. But if I am deceived, remem- 
ber I have invited you to a fute, and though my mar- 
riage may bo postponed, we shall not miss the enter- 
tainment. 

15/ Friend. I admire your philosophy. — ^Few lovers 
are so platonic on their wedding day. 
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Enter Fribourg. 

Fribourg. Colonel, a diplomatic courier has just ar- 
rived at the chateau, and demands to see you. 

Friends. A diplomatic courier ! 

CoL A diplomatic courier to me ? You are jesting. 
Fribourg. 

FrL Colonel, I was never guilty of making a jest in 
my life. See, he is mairching this way, close upon my 
heels. 

Cd, May he bring that which I wait for with so 
much impatience. 

Enter Peter Sci^naps, carrying a letter. 

Peter. Where is Colonel Herman ? I wish to speak 
to him. 

CoL He stands before you. 

Peter. You are the colonel, eh ? — ^Hope I see jrou 
well. 

CoL Perfectly. 

Peter. That's right I come the bearer of despatches 
from the burgomaster of the canton ; a man who has 
been at P&ris, and is up to all sorts of rascality. No- 
thing escapes him. Here's his letter. — (Hands the let- 
to the cdUmeL) 

Col, From the burgomaster — What can he wanV 
with me ? — {Opens the letter.) — What is all this J — 
Here is a singular adventure ! — '-(Reads.) — ** The cele- 
brated Clara Wendel, who escaped from the prisons of 
Lausaime, has been retaken, and is now in my caslD- 
dy. While mider a close and strict examination by 
me, she declared that your chateau was to have been 
pillaged this day.*' 

FrL and Friends. The chateau pillaged ! 

Peter, O! she's a devil of a fellow. 

CoL (Seading) — " It appears that a part of the band 
is conc^ed in the wood that surrounds ywu chateau. 
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and that they only await the signal from theii- chief to 
commence the attack. Take your measures accord- 
ingly — aim all your domestics — ^I will arrive to your 
assiitanGe iq the nick of time* and seize the brigimds» 
as the saying is^fngrante ddido."* 

Peter. That's as much as to say, when they have got 
into the chateau, and are throwing the house out of the 
windows — 

Ist Friend. These villains surely cannot have the 
hardihood to attack us in open day. 

CoL Qa second thoughts, I am disposed to believe 
that the burgomaster must have dreamt all this. 

Peter. That's impossible, ior ho has not had a wink 
of sleep all night. Besides, 1 myself have seen both 
the captain and lieutenant. 

CoL You ; have you seen them ? 

Peter. As plain as I sec the nose in your face.-> The 
captain is rather a dashing blade,' and I don't think 
you would have much to fear if you were to come to 
close quarters with him, but the Lord help the m^n 
who would fail into the hands of his lieutonant He 
would pass a damned disagreeable quarter of an hour, 
I promise you. 

Co/. The mystery thickens. 

Peter. They arrived last night at the Hawk and 
Buzzard. — ^The burgomaster is coming along with the 
guards, and he despatched m6 on the gray mure, to 
warn you of your danger. 

Ist Friend. This is all inexplicable. 

Peter. Of one thing you may rest assured-— there is 
not a tree in the woods without a brigaiui behind it — 
On my way here I saw many — some were disguised a« 
labourers ploughing— others as shepherds tending their 
flocks — and others as villagers walking along the road, 
— but I knew them all inspito of their disguises. 

CoL I am onabie to realize this singular story, but 
still my fears are excited. — ^If my beloVed Clara should 

9* 
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fall into the hands of these wretches! — ^Ho, there, sad' 
die all my horses ! — Let us join our friends and sconi 
the surrounding country. — ^You, Fribourg, remain here 
and receive the bi|rgoma8ter and his prifloners. Let uf 
begone and save my intended bride. 

[Exit Colonel and F&iknds 

Fri. Peter Schnaps, won't you take some refresh 
ments afler your ride ? 

Ptiter. How is this ; you know me, it seems f 

Fri. Who in the canton does not know 3^u7 There'i 
ndt .a road we can travel without running fi>al o; 
you. 

Peter. That's true — ev«ry fool knows Peter Schnap 
and his mare. — ^But you were saying something aboii 
eating — go on. 

Fri. This is the right time of day for that sort b 
amusement. 

Peter. That's true ; and as they are all gone, sup 
pose now we sit down and dine fbr the whole oompa 
njF-— it's a shame that the dinner should be spoilt— 
I can do my share of the work, I promise you. 

FrL Here's at you ; I am no flincher at that sport 
Take off your boots and follow me. 

Peter. Take off my boots? — ^They are devilish un 
comfortable to be sure ; and what with their mbbioj 
this way and that way, they spoil my shanks, bat the] 
do not afl^t my appetite. — ^Thp time was when a bei 
ter pair of legs were not to be found in the canton^- 
Look at them now !— curse the boots. 

Fri. They are somewhat twisted, faith. 

Peter. That's true ; but it's too late ^ mend tin 
natter now ; and as I live on hoiseback, you know, 
haven't mudi use for them. 

Fri How fores little Maiiette, of the Hawk am 
Buzzard f is she as pretty and lively as ever ? 

Peter. Zounds, old boy, do you Imow her too f 

Fri SUghay, slightly. 
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' JfVter. And I, very well. — ^I'U tell yoo a secret — rm 
l^mg to marry her. 

PrL I wish you joy — In her you'll have a woman — 

Peter. To be sure I will, oiherwise I wouldn't be 
such a fix)l, — and she will tickle her own vanity in 
getting a handsome fellow for a husband. 

Pri. Of you are a pretty boy. 

Peter. I know tiiat» and she knows it too. 

FrL No ond will deny it. 

PeM*. I should like to catch any one denying it 

PrL {Noise without) — What'& aU that noise about, 1 
wonder? 

Ptter. The burgomaster with the two brigands in 
pettioQatB. 

Enter Lindorf, Clara, fi^punocT and Guards. 

Cktra. (to /Wftovr^)-— Coleiriel Herman I 

Pri. He is absent at this moment— but he charged 
me to receive the burgomaster.— -Faith, Peter, the cap- 
Iain's very pretty. 

Peter. I told ywi so.—- Fine aoCkm— carries her head 
well — almost equal 'to my grity mare. 

CZoni. How is it, that after the letter from the bur- 
fomaatar, the odonel has not deigned to receive us in 
person? 

liud. This is an omissioa of respect due to a fe- 
male, culpable, we admit, but, amiable and eminently 
interesting. I have been at Paris, and know how these 
matters shoofld be managed. 

Pri. He ought to be excused. The colonel is about 
10 be married to-day, and has gone fbrdi to escort his 
intended. 

CHara. (Jo3^tt%)— She has not yet arrived, Bridget. 
Hope revives ! 

Pri. (to IMlorfy-^B hMinrtructed me, sir, to obey 
jour orders. , 

JUnd. That was considerate.— Then go, sir, and 
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prepare an entertainment under Uie 3hade of those* 
trees, and see that it be worthy of one of such excel- 
ling beauty. And, do you hear? — place two coTen — 
the ride has given me an appetite as keen as a raeat- 
axe. — ^Be expeditious. 

Fri. You shall be obeyed. Peter Schnaps, the wine's 
drawn. 

Peter. Then it ought to be drank : I'll not keep it 
Mtanding. [Exit Fki^ovrju 

{to Lindorf apart) — ^Mr. Buigomaster, you are going to 
dine alone with the captain, be on your guard— -who 
knows — she may have ratsbane in her pocket. 

[Exit Petkr. 

lAnd. Why should I be on my guard ? What danger 
is there in a tkte a tite with so sweet a creature *. 
Since we are in the chateau, beautiful fugitive, b^re 
you give the signal, let us go to dinner — ^I stand in 
need of it^ — My desire to take you was such, that I 
have had time to eat nothing since last evening. {To 
soldiert) — Retire, all c^jrou, to a distance, but guard 
well the avenues, and hold jrourselves in readiness at 
the first signal. — ^March ! [Exevmt Guards. 

Clara, (to Bridge — ^Hope whispers a fiivoureUe ter- 
mination to our adventure^— j am impatient fiw the ai^ 
ri val of the colonel. 

JJrui. And I ibr the dinner. 

Einter Friboubg toith a table. 
All J that looks well. — ^Bear a hand — for though I am 
the most patient man in the canton after dinner, ray 
temper is somewhat irritable when my stomach's emp- 
ty. Bear a hand. 

Fri. Well, air, the table is set. [Exit. 

Lind. Was there ever such a feast (or an epicure ! 
That beaatiAil creature — a tempting dinner, and then 
the sparkling champaign !— ^ ! glorious ! Lindoi^ you're 
inlhck! 
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liridgel. {to Clara) — Madam, before Ihe Colonel 
arrives, shall we not confound this sagacious burgo- 
master ? 

JUnd, Conibundme.! Eh! — {Apart) , 

Clara, {to BridgeCh^Never fe&r : I'll tpoil his ap- 
petite. I know the way to fix him. 

UneL {A$uk) — Spoil my appetite ! The way to fix 
me ! — ^What am I to understand iiom that? 

Clara. {S/nUing) — ^He was rather impertinent to- 
wards me during the route, and I'll be revenged. 

Idnd, {Aside) — Revenged! — ^I had better call the 
guards, I fear. 

Clara. 1 promise 3rou he shall not dine with me. — 
Give me my fiask.— -(7liie« apuik and plaoa it am the 
iaUe.) 

liad. {yVatcking her) — ^What do I see ? — Is it possi- 
ble ! — Woidd that angelic creature poiscm me, as Peter 
Schnaps has hinted ! 

Clara {sitting at Ihe table) — Come, Mr. Burgomaster, 
be seated there, and let me have the pleasure of help- 
ing you myself. 

Lind. (A««t2e)— Help me herself — she has no notion 
that I should be neglected. 

Clara. Take, this plate, sir — ^This epteuree esteem 
the most delicate part of the pheasant 

land. Perfectly right, most beautiful Clara. — ^I am 
as hungry as the devil, but bn reflection, as I am in the 
exerdae of my oflfeial functions' I cannot pooibly at- 
tend to any thing else at present. 

Clara. You will join me in a glass of wine — choice 
Bordeaux vvine ? 

Lind. Pardon me, it's a liquor I dare not indulge in 
— out of that bottle* — (Aside.) 

Clara. But one glass, to my health. 

Lutdl Not at die riA of my own.<— Ratsbane and 
helebQre!^12i«M/roai Ike talfle.) 



EattT Peter id 



apapfTi 






: Mr.BurgomeiOer! 
PJU»J. WhBI'B Ihs mutler Dow ? 
JVter. I have just boughl foe two sous a Ailldr- 
Ptplion of (be liunaue Clun VVondEl. and liora'* a £•» 
i, gi»ing B true aecouni oT her rise Bud pnipv*. 
IB Ibfoivn inlo Uie baiBSui. — (S/ngj.) 
IbIgii io Ilie Jolofli! bUi;? 
Ofii young and lovely muiJ. 
Who, bofore her head WIIB hoary, 
Joia'd Uie robbers' iflarlul iroJi'. 

li)W. Bum your ballnd < — minie U> Ihe descnptioD- 

^PstfT. Bum my bBlladI — why should 1 bum my 

~ id ? LeL me Leil you il laA Kv,o poe» Io oake ii. 

IS of your common tranh. — [.Siiig-g.) 



KUl'd a UBptniu of hiunua. 



nd few could boaat of such a idy way 
Of uealiog heorls snd purses ton, 

^Uura. tin! ha! tth! — EiceUenU — You sing i 
itfully. Y 



Ihovaavoic 
I. And HI hss a 






linit. Daaxa Lhe ballail, — Pardon my inilatkiD. vf* 
-il. 
\ Ueaui the balUd!— no jiwcb soul Eos foeUl 



▲ VAMCK, IN TWO ACTS. Ill 

than 8 honeblock ! — Well, Mr. Biu^mafter, they my 
here diat her heart's as hard as a lapetone. 

lAnd. That's true — very true — ^Bordeaux wine and 
ratsbane ! But come to the description of her person. 

Peter. {Reading) — "She has a tall and stately 
figure." 

lind. (Regarding Clara) — ^Thafs well— <!orre8pand8 
to a hair — go on. 

Peter. (Readtng) — »* Her cruel eyes are of ravishing 
brightness." 

lAnd. Right agailo ! — ^T have found that out to my 
cost Go ahead, Peter. 

Peter. (Reading)-'** And as for her light hair"— 

Und. What f how's that? — Read that again. 

Peter. (Reading)-^** And as for her light hair"— 
' Lutd. It is no longer so, hat as brown as a berry. — 
{Looking at Clara.) 

Peter. That's very true. 

Und. Your description's fidse. 

Peter. Impossible ! her hair may be ftlse, but as to 
njr deacripcion— 

Umd. It's not worth a cobbler's curse. 

Peter. You just now said it was right to a hair, and 
now yoa say the hair's all wrong. 

Umd. I^haw, pshaw ! 

Bridget My kdy desired me to hand you a gUss of 
wine, Peter — {takei him the 60^)— indll you help 
yoorself? 

Peter. That I wOI. — Good win(e can hurt do one.^- 
(A^ kuiudf.) 

Lind. (to Peter) — Are you going to drink ? 

Peter. To be sire I am — to her heifith— and yours 
alio. 

Und. UiKhappy fellow! — ^Do ypu not fear Bordeaux 
wine, and out of her^private flask ? Peter, Peter ! 

Pder. I am a bold lad, and will risk it. Here's to 
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you. — iJDrifiki) Thanks, lieutenant.— Good staff tint ' 
but devilish small bottles. 
Idnd. He*s done for! 

Enter FiUBOUftG. 

Fri. The colonel has arrived at the chateau. 

Clara. With his bride? 

Fri. No ; he is alone. 

Clara. Alone ! Bridget run and tell him that I awail 
his coming. [Exit BRnxurr- 

lAnd. Guards, keep an eye upon the lieutenant — 
Peter, how do you feel ? 

Peter. Pretty well, I thank you; how are jovl ? 

Fri. (to Peter.) — We did not more than half justice 
to the last bottli*. 

Peier. I know. — Conscience has reproached me with 
it ever since. — Justice must be done. 

[Exit with Friboitxo. 

Clara. Mr. Burgomaster, 1 am much obliged to you 
for all the trouble you have been at on my account, 
and now that 1 have no further need of your services, 
1 must insist, that in your turn, you become my prisim- 
or for the day at least. 

[And. Your pris(mer ! Has she lost her senses ? 

Clara. He is here ! 

ETiler Colonel. 

( W. My dear Clara. 

Und. His dear Clara! what does all this mean f 

(W. T see you again. In spite of absence and jaa- 
loui) onprice, our hearts have understood each other. 

Liftil. Can the colonel be her accomplice ? — i am 
rather uneasy. 
. Clara. When every thing is ready for your nuptials, 
i.s it not temerity in you to address.me in this manner t 

( 'ol. True, Clara, every thing is in readiness for my 
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nu|it»Is now, since 1 no longer anxiously await the ar- 
rival of my bride. 

Clara. Your bride! 

Lind. His bride ! 

(Xttra. What !— ^e has not yet afrived f 

CoL She has, dear Clara, and has given me thte 
greatest proof of her affection, by riding poet all night 
that she might arrive in time. 

ClartL {Astonishedy^llovf I 

Col. In a word — that letter which announced to you 
my intended marriage^** 

Oarnu Well, weU— 

Cd, Was written "by mS 

Lind. So, so, they have been in correspondence. — 
The plot thickens ! I begin to feel damned uneasy. 

OZoro. The letter was written by you, Colonel ? 

CoL Despairing of ever seeing jgw again,! resorted 
to the last means of testing your afiection, and my 
hopes have been crowned with success, for which I 
Qtik pardon at your feet-^(£hee2«.) 

IJnd. At the feet of Clara Wendel ! lie's her ac- 
complice, sure enough! — (Aside.) 

Clard, {to CoL) Riso; your pardcm's sealed — I can- 
not find it in my heart to be angiy at the artifice. — 
And now, Mr. Burgomaster, I am prepared to give the 
signal. 

Lind. The signal !-~>I have been decoyed, and shall 
fell into, their hands. — Guards, guards! 1 say. 

Enter Peter, running. 

Paer, To arms, to arms, the brigands are upon us. 

Ijind. Quick work, faith! It'salloVer with us, Peter. 

Peter. They advance in mass. — ^They are dressed 
in ribbcHis of all colours, and look like country people. 
liOok there. 

Lind. I 8ee->-a trying moment — nothing but firm- 
ness can save lu. — ^Guards! guards! {Exit. 

10 
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Petm'. What • ftM feneod the tmifomailer would 
ra&ke< 
Fri. ( IfUWMtf)— This wty, thu wajr. 

Enler Friboubo. Budokt, Gubsts and Villaqbbs- 

Ptter. Now we ditU hmre it Look oat for broken 
heads ; Ibr here coumb ihe bmgomMter, and if he 
makes a chaif^e, I warrant '*twfll be at the ezpenae of 
some of >'OU. 

Enier Liinx>BF and G^abob. 

Lind. Gttarda, follow me Ir-Remember you are tb^ 
brave detoendenti of William Tell.^-Pnaent arms. — 
In the name of the law and sovereign council, let no 
one stir a peg. 

Peter. Those brigands are a desperate set of fellows 
— thef are no way fipighiened. 

tJnd. Beautiful Clara, permit me to remind you 
that it is time for jmu to fbllow me. 

BridgiSt. He is resolved to stick to that text to the 
last Ha! ha! ^ 

Clara, {Langhing) — To ftUow you, Mr. Burgo- 
master? 

Und. Youll not be tiM fiiBl yoimg lady who haa 
run afler me— whan I waa at IMl 

Co/. But the lovely Clara will prefer remaining 
here, and marrying me. 

Lind. Now that I maU say is a little too boM.— 
Voii mean you will BMrry her if justice vriH permit it, 
but as T, who am the reprsaentative of jostioe, decree 
otherwise, and command Claim Wendel — 

AU. Chm Wendel! 

Enter Mabirtb dftw m d as a poiti!ian-''-glaadi haU 
wkipt ^F^^^^Poftrs in hand. 

Mr. lindorf— Mr. Baigomaster! 



■!• 
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Peter. Held yoar tonipie, Mahette.»-The burgo- 
raaiter'f layiqg dofm the law. 

MsrieL Thin was no postilioa to be had for love 
or ■oney, at the Hawk and Biiaaid» and ao I took 
chaige of the meange to yob. I have Iliad a haid ride 
of it 

Pefer. I anvt have an eye apen the gray mare, when 
we aie narned, I tee. 

LimL ( Thket the pester) — ^This ia doubtless an order 
to convey the prisoner. — ^I hope that my vq(ilance may 
be properly rewarded. (IZeodu^)— ^Mr. Burgoinas- 
ter, I despatdi a conrier to amioance that yon have 
been made a Iboi of" — The insolent dog, to call me a 
ftol, who have been at Paris. — "The triie Claia Wen- 
del has been retaken withimny precincts, and it is the 
Cbnntess IKAIbi whom yon have anested.'' — ^The de- 
vil it isl^Then I have made some inlemal Unnder 
here, in spite of my having been at Puis ! — ^What*s 
to be done? — I have it — Seigeant, place the guard un- 
der aims. 

SergeanL Carry arms. 

Lhtd. Colonel, you will no doubt pardon thai laugh- 
able mancBUvre I employed to eompel the coontesB to 
aq|ept a guard of honour to your chateau. — ^The trick 
Via ii^Epnious— 'Eh ! — don't you tibink so ? 

CoL Admirable .^^-And so well kept up that no one 
could see dirough it. 

LmcL Let me alone for that 

Clara. (Laughing) — ^And was this then a guard of 
honour? 

Xsnd. Nothing more, I assure your-I knew you from 
the first — I have been at Pbris. 

Bridget A pretty guard of honour. 

Peter. You can &id no fault with me, though I have 
never been at Ptois. — (Cracks his wkqt.) 

Lind. {to Clara) — ^The countess is too beautiful 
not to be indulgent, and I hope she will find no fault 
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in the course I have adopted to pay mililary boi 
to the colonel on his wedding day.---Ser^eanl, yoi 
dentand all that— «(Z<oio to Clara) — ^Thoagh you 
reason lo think to the oontrary, I asure you, oi 
word of a bargoaiBiter, thii kthe fint time I ever 
ed the part of a fool in my life. 

Clariu And I anoro you, you have done it to i 
rably. that I imagined yon had played the fool all 
life. 

Lind. O! yon flatter. 

Clara, And now yoa can sit down to dinner 
out fearof ratsbane or tha^ Bordeaux wine. 

Ltntf. No mace of Aat, I beseech yon, chai 
ooontesa. I admit that I haTe not displayed my 
sagacity in the present inilmioe, but then I am n 
fine wise man who hpa been mode a fixd of by i 
manls wit» even though he may have been at Pft 

Let lads and lasses now advance* 

And trip it o'er the green ; 
And while thay weave the circling donee. 

Let naught but smilea be seen. 

The merry bells shall loadly ring» 

To hail die nuptial day ; 
*E!aeh heaitsliaU danee^-each voice shall sin| 
To drive dull care away. [R 
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THE HUNCHBACK. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — At a Tavern. 

On one side, Sm Thomas Cliftord, €U a taUe with 
wine before him ; on the other, Master Wilford, 
Gatlove, Holdwbll, cmd Simpson, Ukewiae taking 
wine. 

WUford. Your wine, Sin; your wine! you do not 
justice to mine host of the Three Tuns, nor credit to 
yourselves; I swear the beverage is good! It is as 
palatable poison as you will purchase within a mile 
round Ludgate !. Drink, gentlemen ; make free. You 
know I am a man of expectations ; and hold my money 
as light as the purse in which I carry it 

Oai^ove. We drink, Master Wilford ; not a man of 
us has been chased as yet. 

WUfotii. But you fill not fairly. Sirs ! Look at my 
measure ! Wherefore a large glass, if not for a large 
draught? Fill, I pray you, else let us drhsk out of 
thimbles. This will never do for the friends of the 
nearest of kin* to the worthiest peer in Britain. 

Qaylote. We give you joy. Master Wilford, of the 
prospect of advancement which has so uneipectedly 
opened to you. 

WUford. Unexpectedly indeed' But yesterday ar- 
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rived the newv that the Earl'i cmly aon and heir had 
died ; and to-day has the Earl himself been aeiied with 
a mortal illness. His disBolntion is looked fyt houriy : 
and I, his ooosin in only the third degree, known to 
him but to be ur^ioticed by him— a decayed gende- 
man's son— glad of the title and revenuea of a scrive- 
ner's clerk,— «m the ondoobted successor to his es' 
tates and coronet 
Qaylcne. Have yon been sent for ? 
WUford. No ; but I have certified to his agent, Bte* 
ter Walter, the Hunchback, my existence, and p*«|ly*'' 
pro|>inquily ; and momentarily expect him here. 

QayUme, lives there any one that may dispaie your 
clainv— I mean vexatioualy ? 

WUford. Not a man, Master Gaylove. I am the 
sole remaining branch of the family tree. 

Qaylane, Doubtless yon look for much happinea 
from this change of fortune? 

WUford. A world! Three things have I an especial 
passion for — the finest hound, the finest hoiae, moA the 
finest wife in the kingdom. Master Gaybve. 
Craylove. The finest wife ! 

WUford. Yes, Sir; I marry. Once the Earldom 
comes into my line, I shall take measures to perpetop 
ate its remaining there. I marry. Sir! I do not say 
that I shall love. My heart has changed nUstwBS 
too often to settle down in one servitude now. Sir. Bil 
fill, I pray you, friends, lliis, if I mistake aott m the 
day whence I shall date my new fortunes ; and, for 
that reason, hither have 1 invited yon, that haViqg besR 
so loiig my boon companions, you should be ifae fint 
to congratulate me. 

Enter WAim. 

Waiter. You are wanted, Master Wilford. 
WUford. By whom? 
WaUer. One Master Walter. 
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fl7{/brrf. His Lordship's agent ! News, Sirs! Show 
him in ! [Exit Waiter. 

My hearths a prophet. Sirs. The Earl is dead. 

EnUr Master Walter. 
Well, Master Walter. How accost you me ? 

Walter. As your impatience shows me you would 
have me: 
My lord, the Earl of Rochdale! 

Qaylove. Give yon joy I 

/foUtoett. All happiness, my lord ! 

Simpson. Long life and health unto your lordship ! 

Gaylove. Come! 
We'll drink to his lordship's health ! Tis two o'clock. 
We'll e'en carouse till midnight ! Health, my lofH \ 

Haldwell My lord, much joy to you ! 

Sinyuon. All good to ydur lordship ! 

Wciler. Give something to the dead ! 

(iayltwe. Give what? 

Walter. Respect! 
He has made the living ! First to hitp that's gone. 
Say * Peace,' — and then with decency to revels, . 

Gaylove. What means ih^ knave by revels f 

Walter. Knave ! 

Crayhve. Ay, knave ! 

Walter. Go to! Thou'rt flosh'd with wine! 

Qaylove. Thou sayest false ! 
Tho' didst thou need a proof thou speakest true, 
I'd give thee one, Thou seest but one lord here. 
And I see two ! 

Walter. Reflect'st thou on my shape ? 
Thou art a villain ! \ 

Gaylove, {Starting up.) Ha ! 
. Waller. A coward, too ! 
Draw ! {Drawing his sword.) 

Qaylove, Only mark him ! how he struts about * 
How laiighs his straight sword at his noble back. 
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Wdler. Doei it ! It cnfib tbee lor a liar then! 

{Strikes Gayiove wUk hU meord,) 

Oaylone. A blow ! 
' IFofter. Another, lest you doubt the fint ! 
Qaylote, His blood be oo his own head ! I*m ftryon, 

Sir .' {Draws,) 
Ct^ord. Hold, Sir ! This quarrel's mine ! 

(Comir^ forward and drmoing.) 

Walter. No man shall fight for me. Sir! 
Clifford. By yoor leave; 
Your patience pray! My lord, for so I learn 
Behoves me to accost you — ibr your own sake 
Draw oflT your friend ! 

WaUer. Not till we have a bout, Sir ! 
Cl^ord. My lord, your happy fortune ill you greet ! 
Ill greet it thoee who love you — greeting thai 
The herald of it! 

WaUer. Sir, what's that to. you ? 
Let go my sleeve ! 

C^ord. My lord, if bkwd be shed 
On the fair dawn of your prosperity. 
Look not to see the brightness of its day ; 
Twill be o*ereast throughout! 
QayUne. My lord, I'm struck! 
CUfford. Ton gave the fint blow, and the haidsit 
one! 
Look, Sir ! if swords you needs must meaanre, I'b 

your mate. 
Not he. 

Walter. I'm mate for any man. 

CHffcrd. Draw off your friend, my kwd, ftr your am 

sake! 
Wi^ord. Come, Gaybve ! let's have another idob. 
Oaylcoe. With all my heart, sinee *tia your bid- 
ship's will. 
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Wilford. That's right! Put up! Come friends! 

[Exeunt Wilforo and Fmbnm. 

WaUer. Til follow him! 
Why do you hold me? Tis not courteoui of you! 
Think*Bt thou I fear ihem? Fear ! I rate them but 
As dust! dros! oflids! Let me at them!— Nay, 
Call you this kind? Then kindness know I noC; 
Nor do I thank yon for't ! Let go, I say! 

Clifford, Nay, Master Walter, they're not worth 
your wrath. 

Walter. How kiiow you me for Master Walter! By 
My hunchback, £h!— My stilts of legs and arms. 
The fashion more of ape's than man's ? Aha ! 
iSo you have heard them too, their saTage gibes. 
As [ pats on, ' There goes my Lord!' aha! 
God made me. Sir, as well as them and you. 
'Sdeath! I demand of you, unhand me. Sir. 

CUfmd. There, Sir, you're free to follow them! Go 
forth 
And I'll go too : so on 3rour wilfulness 
Shall ML whate'er of evil may ensue. 
Is't fit yon waste jrour choler on a burr? 
The nothings of the town ; whose sport it » 
To break their Tillain jests on worthy men-* 
The graver still the fitter ! Fie for shame ! 
Regard what such would say? So would not I, 
No more than heed a cur. 

Widter. You're right, Sir ; right. 
For twenty crowns! So there's my rapier up! 
You've dcme me a good turn against my will; 
Which, like a wayward child, whose pet is oC 
That made him raMiTe under wholesome check* 
I now right humbly own and thank him lor. 

CUgord. No thanks, good Master Walter, owe you 
me! 
I'm glad to know yon. Sir. 

loiter. I pray yon, now. 
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How did you leam my munef GaeasM I not 
Wm't Apt my comely hunch l|wt taught it you ? 

Clifford. I own it. 

wQter. Right, 1 know ^ : you tell tradi*-' 
t like you foi^t!. « 

Clifford. But when I heard it said 
That Matter Walter was a worthy man, 
Whoae word would pass un change, toon at hb bn 
A libe'ral man— Ibr schemeaof public good 
That aets down tens* where others units wirite; 
A charitable man — the good he does. 
That's told of, not the half: I never more 
Could see the hunch on Master Walter^s biuAt; 

WaUet. You would not flatter a poof idti<en ? 

Ci^fiord. Indeed, I fhitter not! 

WaUer. I like yoof (ace: 
A (rank and honest one ! Your frtime^s Well knit,' 
Pmportioned, shap*d! 

Clifford. GixkI Sir! 

WaUer. Your name is Cli(ibrd*> 
8ir Thomas Cliflutd. Humph ! You're not ibe h 
Direct, to the fair baronetcy f lie 
ThiCt was, Wlu drown*d abroad. Am I not rif^f 
Your cousin, was't hut ? so, succeeded you ' " 
To rank and wealth, your birth ne'er promised yii 

Ct^fotd. I see you know my history. 

H^otor. Ido. 
You're lucky who conjoin the benefits 
()f penury and abundance; for I know 
Your father was a man of isleiidcr mcansi 
You do not blush,! see. That's right ! Why thoold f 
What merit to be dropp'd on fortune's faiHf 
The honor is to mount it You'd havp doiie it r 
For you were tram'd to knowledge, indostfj, 
' Frugality, and honesty, — the sinews 
That sorest help the climber to the top, ' *. 

And keep him there. J have a eterk, Sb TlioHii^ 
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Once served your father; there's the riddle for you. 
Humph I I may thank you ibr my life to-day. 

C^fford. I pray you My not ao. 

water, BatI wiUaqrn! 
Beotnae I diink ao^ know iOb CmI aob Sir ! 
Your fortune, 1 have beud, I think, ia snpb; 
And doubileas yon liye up to't ? 

a^/onL Twaa my rule, 
And is 80 still, to keep my outlay. Sir, 
A span within my means. 

Wadter, A prudent rule. 
The turf is a seductive pastime ! 

CkJimL Yeai 

Walter. You keep a raciog stud ? You b^t i 

CHjfbrd, No^ neither. 
Twas still my father's precept — * Better Owe 
A yard of land to labor, than to chanre 
Be debtor ibr a roiid ." 

Waller, Twas a wise precept 
You've a (air house— -you'U get a mistress for it I 

CUfitrd. In lime. 

Walter. In time ! Tis time thy choice were made. 
Ts*t not so yet ? Or is thy lady love 
The newest stUi thou seest f 

CU^gbri. Nay, not so. 
J*d marry, Master Walter, but old use — 
For, since the age of thirteen, I have lived 
In the worMiT-has made me jealous of the thing 
That flatter'd me with hope of profit Bargains 
Another wonkl snap up^ might be for me 
Till I had tum'd, and tum'd them! Speculations, 
That promis'd twenty, thirty, forty, fifty, 
Ay, cent per cent returns, I would not launch in 
When others were afloat, atid out at sea ! 
Whereby I made small gains, but miss'd great looses : 
As ever then 1 look'd before I leap'd, 
So do I now. 

11 
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WaUer. Thou'rt all the better for it! 
Lot't Me ! Hand firee-— lieftrt whole— well fiiviir'd— 

lo! 
Rich.— titled ! Let that paH!— kind, valiant, prndcBt— 
Sir Thomat, I can help thee to a wife. 
Hast thoa the luck to win her. 

CUJford, Master Waller ! 
Youjeet! 

WdUBT. I do not jeat, — I like yon! mark^- 
I like you, and I like not every one ! 
I lay a wife, Sir, can 1 help yoa to, 
The peaiiy teiture of whoae dainty skin 
Alone were worth thy baronetcy ! Form 
And feature has she. wherein move and glow 
The charms, that in the marble cold and still, 
Cuird by the sculptor's jealous skill, and join*d then>. 
Inspire us ! Sir, a maid, before whose feet 
A duke — a duke might lay his coronet, 
To lift her to his state, and partner her ! 
A fresh heart, too ! A young iresh heart, Wa \ one, 
That Cupid has not toy'd with, and a warm one. 
Fresh, young, and warm ! mark that ! a mind to boot. 
VVil, Sir ; sense, taste ; — a garden strictly tende^^ 
Where naught but what is costly tkmrishes. 
A c(uuiort for a king. Sir ! Thou sholt aee her. 

Clifford, I thank yon. Master Walter! Aa jroo ipeak, 
Mothinks I see me at the altar foot, 
Her hand fast lock'd in mine — the ring pot on. 
My wedding bell rings merry in my ear ; 
And roimd me throng glad tongues that give me joy 
To be the bridegroom of so fair a bride ! 

Waiter. What ! sparks so thick % WeHl have a 
anon! 

sxRVANT (eitferM^-) 

The chariot's at the door. 
WaUtr. It waits in time! 
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Sir Thdmas. it shall bear thoe to the Iwwer 
Where dwells this fair, for tihe's no city belle, 
But e*en a Sylvan Goddess. 

Ciiffbrd. Hsve with you. 

Walten Yon*ll bless the day you serv'd the Hunch- 
back, Sir! [Exwnf, 

ScENB ll.f—A Garden before a Cmmtry Houm. 

Enter Julia and Helen. 

Helen. I like not, Julia, this, your couniry life; 
Tin weary on*t] 

Julia. Indeed ! So nm not I ! 
I know no other; would no other know. 

Helen. Yimi would no other know*! Would you not 
know 
Another relative — another friend "— 
Another houie-^another anything. 
Because the ones you have alieady please ynu / 
That*s poor content ! Would you not be more rich. 
More wise, more fair 7 The song that last you learo'd 
You fancy well ; aiul therefore shall you learn 
No other song 7 Your virginals, His true. 
Hath a sweet tone ; but does it follow thence. 
You shall not have another virginals 7 
YoQ may, love, and a sweeter one; and so 
A tweeter life may find than this you lead ! 

Julia. J seek it nou Helen, Vm constancy 1 

Hden. So is a cat, a dog, a silly hen. 
An owl, a bat,: — where they are wont to lodge 
That still TOJouni, nor care to shift their quarters. 
Tliou'rt constancy 7 Tm glad 1 know thy name! 
The spider comes of the same fiunily. 
That in his meshy fortress spends his life, 
Unless you pul^ him down, and scare him from it 
And so thou'rt constancy 7 Art pioud of that 7 
rU warrant thee I'U match thee with a snail, 
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From year to year that never leaves hu house! 
Such constancy forsooth! — A constant grub. 
That houses ever in tlie seif«une nut 
Where he was bom, till hunger drives him out. 
Or plunder breaketh through his caslle wall ! 
And so, in very deed, thou'rt constancy! 

Julia. Helen, you know the adage of the tree!— 
I've ta'en the bend. This rural liie of mine, 
Enjoin'd roe by an unknown father's will, 
I've led from infancy. DebarrM from hope 
Of change, 1 ne'er have sighed for change. Tbe town 
To me was like the moon, for any thought 
I e'er should visit it — nor was I school'd 
To think it half so fair! 

Hden. Not half so fair! 
The town's the sun, and thou hast dwelt in night 
E'er since thy birth, not to have seen the town ! 
Their women there are queens, and kings their meo; 
Their houses palaces ! • 

Julia. And what df that f 
Have your town palaces a hall like this ? 
Couches so fragrant ? walls so high adom'd ? 
Casements with such festoons, such prospect, Helen, 
As these fair vistas have 7 Your kings and queeiit ! 
See me a May-day queen, and talk of them! 

Hden. Krtremes are ever ncighbora. Tii a Mep 
From one to the other ! Were thy constancy 
A reasonable thing — a little less 
Of constancy — a woman's constancy — 
I should not wonder wert thou ten years hence 
The maid I know thee now ; but, as it is. 
The odds are ten to one, that this day year 
Will see our May-day queen a city one. 

Julia. Never! I'm wedded to a country r.fe : 
O. did 3rou hear what Master Walter t^yl 
Mine times in ten, the town's a hollow thing. 
Where what things are is naught to what ihey abow : 
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Wherr merit's name laughs merit's self to scorn ! 

Where friendship and esteem that ought to bo 

The tenants of men's hearts, lodge in their looks 

Ami tongues alone. Where little virtue, with 

A costly keeper, passes for a heap ; 

A heap for none, that has a homely one! 

Where Fashion makes the law— your umpire which 

You bow ID, whether it has brains or not 

Where Folly taketh off his cap and bells, 

To clap on Wisdom, which must bear the jest ! 

Where, to pass current you must seem the thing. 

The passive thing, that others think, and not 

Your simple, honest, independent self! 

Jlden. Ay : so says Master Walter. See I not 
Wh.U you con find in Master Walter, Julia, 
To be so fond of him ! 

Juha. [Ic*s fond of me. 
I've known him since I was a/^hild. E'en then. 
The week I thought a weary, heavy one, 
That brought not Master Walter. I had those 
About me then that made a fool of me. 
As children oft are fool'd ; but more I lov'd 
C^ood Master Walter's lesson than the play 
With which they'd surfeit me. As I grew up. 
More frequent Master Walter came, and more 
I lov'd to see him. I had tutors then, 
Men of great skill and learning — but not one , 
That taught like Master Walter What they'd show me, 
And I, dull as I was, but doubtful saw* — 
A word from Briaster Walter made as clear 
As day-light! When my schooling days were o'er — 
That's now good three years past — ^three years — I 

vow 
I'm twenty, Ilelen ! — well, as I was saying, 
When I had done with school, and all were gone, 
Still Blaster Walter came ; and still he comes, 
Summer or winter— -flost or rain. I've seen 

11* 
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The mow upon a level with the hedge, 
Yet there wm Mister Welter ! 

HeieH. Who oomee here? 
A carriage, and a gay oner— who alighti! 
Pshaw ! Only Master Walter ! What aee you. 
Which thus repain the arch of the fair brow, 
A frown was like to spoilt— A gentleman! 
One of our town kings. Mark---how say yon now i 
Would'st be a town queen, Julia ? Which of us, 
I wonder, conies he for? 

JttUa. For neither of us ; 
He's Master Walter's clerk, most like. 

Hdetu Most like! 
Mark him as he comes up the avenue ; 
So looks a clerk ! A derk has such a gait ! 
So does a clerk dress, Julia, — mind his hose — 
They're very like a clerk's ! a diamond loop 
And button, note you, for his cleikship's hat,— 
O. certainly A clerk ! A velvet cloak. 
Jerkin of sill, and doublet of the same— 
For all the world a clerk ! See, Julia, see. 
How Master Walter bows, and yields him place. 
That he may firrt go in— a very cleik ! 
I'll learn of thee, love, when I'd know a clerk. 

Julia. I wonder who he is. 

Ikien. Wookl*st like to know? 
Would'st, for a fiuicy, ride to town with him ? 
I prophecy he comes to take thee thither. 
' Julia. He ne'er takes roe to town. Mo, liflen, n 
To town who will— a country life for me ! 

Helen. We'U see. 

JSalar Fathom. 
Fathom. You're wanted. Madam. 
Julia. iEmbarra$ted.) Which of us ? 
Fathom. You, madam. 
HekTu Julia ! what's the matter ? Nay, 
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Mount not the roie ao soon. He miut not see it 

A month hence. 'Tis love's flower, whidi once she 

wean. 
The maid ia all his own. 

JicIm. Goto! 

lUeiL Be aura 
He cooiea to woo thee! He will bear thee heooe ; 
Hell make thee change the country lor the town. 
' Jului. I'm oonatancy. fiame ho the to^n to mr, 
1*11 teU him what I think on't I 

Hdetu Then you guess 
He cornea a wooing T 

Ju/io. I guess naught. 
^ Hden. You do ! 

At your grave words, your lips more honest smile, 
And show them to be traitors. Hie to him. 

Julia. Hie thee to soberness. , [Exit. 

Helen, Ay, will I, when 
Thy bridemaid, I shall hie to church with thee. 
Wril, Fathom, who is come ? 

Fathom, l know not. 

Helen. What! 
Did'at thou not hear his name f 

Fathom. I did. 

i7f20ii. What is*t ? 

Fathom. 1 noted not. 

Hden. What hast thou ears for, then? - 

Fathom. What good were it for me to mind his name? 
I do but what I must do. To do that 
Is labor quite enough ! 

WaUer. (wtAmtf ) What, Fathom \ 

Fathom. Here. 

WaUer. {Entering.) Here, sirrah! Wherefore did'st 
not come to me 7 

Fathom. You did not bid me come. 

Waker. I calPd thee. 

Fathom. Yes, 
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And I wid * Here ;* aqd waited then to know 
Your wonhip's will with me. 

Waiter, We go to town; 
Thy miilreH, thou, and all the house. 

Falkm WeU,Sir7 

Walter, Mak*8t thou not ready then to go to town \ 
Hence, bmve. despatch ! [Exil I^^tkom. 

Jkkn. Go we to town ? 

trotter. We do! 
Tis now her father's will she sees the town. 

Hden. I'm glad on't Gocm she to her father f 

WaUer. No: 
At the desire of thine, she for a time 
Shares roof with thee. 

Ilden, I'm very (;lad on't. 

WaUer. What! 
You like her then? I thought you would. Tif time 
She sees the town. 

Hdcn. It has been time tar that 
These six years. 

Walter. By thy wisdom's count. No doubt 
You've told her what a precious place it is. 

HdoL I have. 

WaUer. 1 even giiess'd as much. For that 
I told thee of her ; brought thee here to see her ; 
And pray'd thee to sojourn a space vtith her; 
That its &ir face, from thy too fidr report. 
Might strike a novice less, — so less deceive her. 
J did not put thee under check. 

Iklen. Twas rights — 
Klse had I broken loose, and run the wilder ! 
So knows she not her father yet : that's strange. 
1 pr'jrthee how does mine ! 

Walter. Well^very well. 
News for thee. 

Helen. What? 

Walter. Thy cousin is in town. 
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Hden. My cousin Modus? 

Waiter. Much do I suspect 
That cousin*! nearer to thy heart than blood. 

Hden. Miaw ! Wed me to a musty library ! 
Love hidi who nothing loves but Greek md Latin ! 
Bal, Master Walter, you ibrget the main 
Sarpassing point of all ! Whd*s come with you ? 

WaUer, Ay, that's the question ! 

'Helen. Is he soldier or 
Civilian T lord or gentleman T He's rich 
If thafs his chariot ! Where is his estate 7 
What brings it in ? Six thousands pounds a year ? 
Twelve thousand, may be ! Is he bachelor, 
Or husband ? Bachelor I'm sure he is ! 
Cornea he not hither wooing. Master Walter ? 
Nay, pr*ythee, answer me ! 

WaUer. Who nyn thy sex 
Are curious ? That they're patient. 111 be sworn ; 
And reasonable— -veiy reasonable— 
To look for twenty answers in a breath ! 
Come, thou shalt be enlightened — but propound 
Thy questions one by one! Thou art far too apt 
A scholar ! . My ability to teach 
Will ne'er keep pace, I fear, with thjne to learn. 

Scene III.— An Apartment in the Houm* 

Enter Julia, /oBotoei by Cliffom). 

JtiUa No more ! I pray you, Sir, no more ! 

Clijford. I love you. 

JiJia. Tou mork me. Sir. 

CUffbrd. Then is there no such thing 
On earUi as reverence. Honor filial, the fear 
Of kings, the awe of supreme heaven ifself, 
Are only shows and sounds that stand for notfaiog. 
1 luve you ! 
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JuLui. You have known me scarce a ininuto. 

Clifford. Say but a moment, still I say I love ] 
Ii0ve*8 not a flower that grows on the dull earth; 
Springs by the calendar; must wait fttr sun — 
For rain ^^Huatures by partsr-^most take its tinic 
To stem, to leaf, to bud, to blow. It owns 
A richer soil, and boasts a quicker seed ! 
You look for it, and see it not ; and lo ! 
K'en while you look, the peerless flower in up, 
(Consummate in the birth ! 

Julia. {Andt.) Is't fear I feel f 
Why else should beat my heart ? It can't be (m 
Something I needs mnst say. You're from the t 
How comes it. Sir, you seek a country wife? 
{Aside.) Methinks 'twill tax his wit to answer tk 

Clifford. In joining contrasts lieth love*s deligl 
('omplexion, stature, nature, mateth it, 
jNot with their kinds, but with their oppositea. 
Hence hands of snow in palms of russet lie ; 
The form of Hercules aflects the Sylph's ; 
And breasts that case the lion's foar-proof heart. 
Find their lov'd lodge in arms whore tremors dv 
Haply for this, on Afric's swarthy neck, 
Hath Gorope's priceless pearl been seen to hang 
That makes the orient poor ! So with degrees, 
Kank passes by the circlet-graced brow. 
Upon the forehead barn of noteleKsness, 
To print the nuptial kiss ! As with degrees. 
So is't with habits, therefore I, indeed 
A gallant of the town, the town forsake. 
To win a country wife. 

Julio. (Aside.) His prompt reply 
My backward challenge shames ! Must I give • 
III try his wit again. Who marries roe 
Must lead a country life. 

Oijord. The life I'd lead ! 
But fools would fly from it ,* for O ! 'tis sweet ! 
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It finds the heart out, be there one to find ; 
And corners in't where store of pletsures lodge. 
We never dream'd were there! It is tn dwd 
'Mid smiles that are not neighbon to deeeits 
Music whose melody is of the heart* 
And giAs that ariB not made ibr interest, 
Abundantly bestowed, by nature's cheek, 
And voice, and hand ! It is to live on life, 
And husband it! It is to constant scan 
The handiwork of heaven ! It is to con 
Its mercy, bounty, wisdom, power! It is 
To nearer see our God! 

Jviia {Aside.) How like he talks 
To Master Walter! Shall 1 give ii o*er? 
Not yet Thovt would'st not live one half a year! 
A quarter might*stthou for the novelty 
Of fields and trees; but then it needl must be 
In summer time, when they- go dressed. 

CUfford. Not it! 
In any time— say winter! Fields and trees 
Have charms for me in very winter time. 

Jutia, But snow may clothe them then. 

CUjford. I like them full 
As well in snow ! 

JuBa. Tou do? 

Ch/ord. I do! 

jJia. But night ! 
Will hide both snow and them, and that sets in 
£re aiWmoon is out. A hoavy thing, 
A country fireside in a winter's night, 
To one bred in the town, — where winter's said, 
For sun of gaiety and sportiveneis. 
To b^gar shining summer. 

CUfford. I should like 
A country winter's night especially ! 

Julia. You'd sleep by the fire. 

Clifford. Not 1; I'd talk to thee. 
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JuUa. You'd tire of that! 

CUfonL Vd reiul to thee. 

JuUa, And that! 

Ctiford. Vd talk to thc« agun. 

Julia. And soonar tiro 
Than fim yoa did, and fidl Mloep at last 
You'd nerer do to lead a countrf liie. 

CEtfSMYf. You deal too hardly with me! MatcUeas 
maid, 
At loT'd iwtmctor brightem dalleit wit, 
Fear not to undertake the charge of me ! 
A willing pupil kneeli to thee, and layi 
llii title and hii fortune at your feet. 

JvHa, His title and hit fortune ! 

Enter Mabtkb. Walter and Helen. — Julu, ditem- 
carted, rtdren with ike latter. — CuvroRO ri$eM. 

Walter. So, Sir Thomas! 
Aha! you husband time! well, was I right? 
Is't not the jewel that I told you 'twas? 
Would'st thou not give thine eyes to wear it? £hf 
It has an owner tho', — ^nay, start nctr— one 
Tha^may be brought to part with't, and with whom 
101 stand thy friend— I wUl— I say, I wiU! 
A strange man. Sir, and uuacf»nntable: 
But I can humor him — will humor him 
For thy sake, good Sir Thomas, for I like ther. 
Well, is't a bugain ? Come, thy hand upon if, 
A word or two with thee. 

(They retire, Julia and Helen come forward.) 

Jidia. Go up to town! 

Helen. Have I not said it ten times o'er to thac i 
But if thou lik'st it not, protest against it. 

Julia. Not if 'tis Master Walter's will. 

Hden. What then ? 
Thou would'st not break thy heart for Itfaster Waller ? 
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Julia. That (oHows not ! 

Helen. What follows not ? 

JttZto. That I 
Should break my heut because we go to town. 

Helen, Indeed I — that*a anoiher matter. Well, 
J*d e*en advke thee then lu do his will; 
And ever afWr when I prophecy. 
Believe me, JoUa I 

( Tkey nUn. IfAsm Waltee oomufirwatd.) 

£nler Fathom. 

Jblftom. So please yon, Sir, a letter^— « post haste 
leter ! The betovron hunebadc,the hone in a foani— ^ 
smokiiig like a btnler at the heai— besare a post haste 
letler.' 

WaUer, Look to the horse and rider. 

iOpau iht leUer ani reads.) 

What's this ? A testament addrtesed to me, 
Fooad in his Lordship's escrutoire, and thence 
Directed to be taken by noha^ 
Bat mine. My pnaenee instantly required. 

(Sir TBOMAa, JaUA, and Hcleh, ceme forward.) 

Come my mistresses, 

You dine in town to-day. Yoor fiuhei's will 
It is, my JoUa, that yoo see the world; 
And thoa ahalt see it in its best attire. 
Its gayest looks — its richest fineiy 
Ic £all pot on ibr thee, that tiioa may'st judge 
Betwixt it, and the rani life yoaWe Uved. 
Business of moment, I'm but jost,adTis'd of, 
ToQching the will of Hiy lale noble master, 
Tlie £arl of Rochdale, recently deceas'd, 
Commands me Ibr a lime to leave thee there. 
Sir Thomas, hand her to the chariot. Nay, 
I ten the true. We go^ mdeed, to town ! \Ezeunt, 

12 
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ACT II. 

ScBFfK 1.^-^Ah ApartmerU in Muter HeaHweffB Htm^t. 

Enter Fathom emi Thomab. 

Thomas. Well, Fathom, is thy mntren up T 

Fathom, She is. Master Thomas, and breakTwIed. 

Thomas. She stands it well ! Twas five, you say. 
when she came home ; and wants it now three qoar- 
ters of an hour of ten ! Wait till her stock of country 
health is out. 

Fathom. 'Twill come to that. Master Thoma>, belbn 
she lives 'another month in town! three, iuur, five, six 
o'clock, are now the hours she keeps. Twas otherwise 
with her in the country. There, ray mistress uaed u» 
rise what time she now lies down, 

Thomas. Why, yes: she's changed since she cane 
hither. 

Fathom. Changed, do you say, Master Thorns f 
Changed, fbrsoolh ! I know not the thing in which she 
is not changed, saving that sho is still a woman. I tail 
thee there is no keeping pace with her moods. In the 
country she had none of them. When I brought what 
she asked for, it was 'Thank you, Fathom,* and no 
more to do ; but now, nothing contents her. Haiit ye ! 
were you a gentleman, Master Thomas, — for then jroa 
know you would be a different kind of inaa,r— how 
maiiy times would you have your c^uat altered ? 

IViomas. Why, Master Fotbom, as many times as it 
would take to make it fit roe. 

Fathom. Good ! But supposing it fitted thee at the 
first? 

Thomas. Then would I have it altered not at aU. 

Fathom. Good ! Thou woold*st be a reasonable gen- 
thuum. Thou woold'st have a conscience. Now 
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\ 

haHi to ft tale about my lady's last gown. Ilo^ many 
times, think you, took I it back to the sempstress ? 

Thomas. Thrice, may be. 

Fktkom, Tlirice, may be ! Twenty times may be ; 
and not a turn too many for the truth on'L Twenty 
times on the oath of the sempstress. Now mark me — 
can you count t * 

Thomas. After a fashion. 

FiUhiHn. You have much to be thankful for, Master 
Thomas ; you London serving-men know a world of 
things, which we in the country never dream of Now 
mftrk.^'-^three times took I it hack for the flounce ; 
twice for the ileeves'; thi^ce for the tucker. How 
many times in all is that ? 

T%omas. Eight times to a fraction, Master Fathom. 

Fathom. Wliat a master of figures you are ! Eight 
times— now recollect that! And then fbukid she fault 
with the trimmings. Now tell me how many times 
took I back the gown for the trimmings f 

Thomas. Eight times more; perhaps ! 

fitthom. Ten times to a certainty. How many times 
makes that ? 

Thomas. Eighteen, Master Fathom, by the rule of 
addition. 

Fathom. And how many times mofe will make 
twenty f 

Thomas. Twice, by the same rule. 

Fathom. Thob hast worked with thy pencil and slate, 
Master Thomas! Well, ten times, as I said, took 1 back 
the gown for the trimmings : and was stie content after 
all? I warrant you no, or my ears did not pay for ir. 
She wished, she said« that the slattern sempstress had 
not touched the gown, for naught had she done but 
botched it Now, what think you, had the sempstress 
done to the gown ? 

Tlumuis. Td surmise that, I must be learned in the 
sempstress's art. 
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Fathom, The lempstress'sart! Thou hast hit it ! Oh. 
the tweet BempstreM ! The excellent sempitreai ! Mii- 
trem of her scissora and needles, which are pointless 
and edgeless to her art ! The sempstress had done 
nothing to the gown — yet raves and storms my mistress 
at her for having botched it in the making and mend* 
ing ; and orders her straight to make another one: which 
home the sempstress brings on Tuesday last 

Thomas, And ibund thy fair mistress as many faults 
with that ? 

Fathom. Not one ! She finds it a very pattern of a 
gown! A well sitting flounce ! The sleeves a fit— the 
tucker a fit — the trimmings her fancy to a T—- ha! ha! 
ha ! and she praised the sempstress — ha ! ha ! ha ! and 
she smiles at me, and I smile-<-ha ! ha ! ha ! and the 
sempstress smiles— ha! ha! ha! Now why did the 
sempstress smile? 

Tkomat, That she had succeeded so well in her art. 

Fathom^ Thou hast hit it again. The jade must have 
been bom a sempstress. If ever I marry she shall work 
for my wife. The gown was the same gown, and there 
was my mistresses twentieth mood ! 

Thomtu. What think you will Master Walter asy 
when he comes back ? I fear he'll hardly know hii 
country maid a^;ain. Has she yet fixed her wedding day 7 

Fathom. She has, Master Thomas. I coaxed it Sm 
her maid. She marries, Monday week. 

7%offM». Comes not Master Walter back tcKday ? 

FaUmm. Tour master expects him. \A ringing.) Per- 
haps that's he. I pr'yihee go and open the door; do. 
Master Thomas, do ; for proves it my master, hell 
surely question me. 

Thomae. And what should I do? 

Fkdkom. Answer him. Master Thomas, and make 
him none the wiser. He'll go mad, when be learns 
how my lady flaunts it ! Go ! open the door, I pr'yllMe. 
F'ldy things, Master Thomas, know yon, for one thing 
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that I know ; you can turn and twist a matter into any 
other kind of matter, and then twist and turn it back 
again, if needs be ; so much you servants of the town 
beat ns bf the oountryi Master Thomas. Open the door 
now ; do. Master Thomas, do ! [Exeunt. 



Scene If. — A Garden with tieo Arbors. 

Enier Master Heartwell and Master Walter. 

meeting. 

IbartweU. Good Master Walter, welcome hack 
again! 

WaUer. Vm glad to see you, Master Heartwell. 

Hearttoell. Ilow, 
I pray you, sjied the weighty business which 
So sadden called you hence ? 
' WaUer. Weighty, indeed! 
What thou wimld'st ne'er expect — wilt scarce believe ! 
Long hidden wrong, wond*rously come to light, 
And great right done ! But more of this anon* 
Now of my ward discourse? Likes she the town ? 
How does she f Is she well ? Can'st match me her. 
Amongst your city maids ? 

Heartwell. Nor court ones neither ! 
She far outstrips them all! 

Wtdter. I knew she would. 
What else could follow in a maid so bred ! 
A pure mind, Master Heartwell !— not a taint 
From intercoarse with tlie distempered town ; 
With which all contact was walled out ; until. 
Matured in soundness, I could trust her to ii. 
And sleep amidst infection. 

IfeartweU. Master Walter! 

Waller. Wellf 

Heartwell. Tell me, pr*ythee, which ia UVl»Ivw 

12* 
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To plough a Hen in mfely f— he that'f wont 

To sail in iw— or he that bsr the diart 

U master of ita aonndinga, bearingi,--knowa 

Its headlands, havens, currants*— where 'tis bold. 

And where behoves to keep a good look oat? 

The one will swim where sinks the other one. 

Walter, The drift of this? 

HeartwdL Do you not guess it ? 

WaUer, Humph! 

HBortweU. If you would train a maid to live in toi 
Breed her not in the country ? 

Walter. Say you so ? 
And stands she not the test ? 

HeartwdL As snow stands fire ! 
Your country maid has melted all away. 
And plays the city lady to the height :— • 
Iler mornings gives to mercers, milliners, 
Shoemakers, jewellers, and haberdashers ; 
Her noons, to calls ; her afternoons, to dressing ; 
Evenings, to plays and drams ; and nights, to louli 
Balls, maaqoerades ! Sleep only ends the riot. 
Which waking still begins I 

WaUer. rmallamaie! 
How bears Sir Thomas this ? 

HesrtiosS. Why, patiently! 
Though one can see with pain. 

Walter. She loves him? Ha! 
That shrug is doubt! She'd ne*er consent to we 
Unless she loved him !— never! Her young frn 
The pleasures of the town— new things — have 
AiMm their hold will slacken; she'll become 
If or former self again ; to its old train 
Of sober feelings will her heart return ; 
And then she'll give it wholly to the man 
Her virgin wishes chose ! 

HearkodL Here comes Sir Thomas .- 
And H^ih him Master Modus. 
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Walter. Let them poM : 
I would not see him till 1 speak with her. 

[They retire into me </the arbors . 

Enter Cuffoad and Momrs. 

a^ord. A dreadful queitkHi it it» when we tove, 
To wk if love's returned! I did helMre 
Fftir JuUaVi heart was mine — I doubt it now. 
But onee laet night she danced with roe; her iiand 
To this gallant and that engaged, as soon 
As asked ior! Maid that loTed would scaree do this! 
Nor visit we togfther as we used, 
When first she came to town. She k>ves me kss 
Than xmce she did — or loves me not at all. 

Modui, I'm litde skilled. Sir Thomas, in the world: 
What mean you now to do ? 

CU/brd, Remonstrate with her; 
Come to an nnderBtanding, and, at once. 
If sbe repents her promise to be mine, 
Absolve her firom it^— and ny farewell to her. 

Modue. Lo, then, your opportuni^p— she 
My cousin also : — ^her will I engage, 
While you converBo together. 

C/t/oitl. Nay, not yet! 
My heart turns ooward at the sight of her. 
Stay till it finds new courage ! Let them 

[CuFFOfto mid Mom» retire talo the ether 4tr6or 

Enter Juui aud fiiLBif . 

Hden. So, Monday week will say good nopn to 
thee 
A maid, and bid good night a sober wife 1 

Julia. That Monday week, I trust, will qevtr oone. 
That brags to make a sober wUe of me! 

Hden. How chang'd you are, my Julia ! 
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Julia. Change makes change. 

Hden. Why wed'st thou then? 

JuZm. Becaiue I prorowM him. 

HeieTi, Thou lov'st him? 

JuUa. Do I ? 

Hden. Ue't a man to love : 
A right, well fiivour'd man ! 

Julia. Your point't well favoor'd. 
Where did you purchase it? In Graee-church street f 

Hefen. Pihaw! never mind imy point, but talk of him. 

Jtdia. rd rather talk with thee about the laoe. 
Where bought you it? In Grace-church street, Cheapaider 
WhitecbapeU Little Britain ? Can't you say 
Where 'twas you bou^t the lace ? 

Hden, In Cheapside, then. 
And now tfien, to Sir Thomas ! lie is just 
The height I like a man. 

Jtdia. Thy feather's just 
The height I like a feather! Mine's too short! 
What shall I give thee in exchange for it ? 

Hden, WheA shall I give thee for a minute^s talk 
About Sir Thomas? 

JuUa. Why, thy feather. 

Hden. Take it! 

Clifford. (Anda to MocfiM. WWhat, likes die noc » 
speak ofvoBl 

Hden. And now 
i^t's talk about Sir Thomas— omch I'm sure 
He loves you. 

Julia. Much I'm suve he has a right f 
Those know I who would give their eyes to be 
Sir Thomas, for my sake ! 

Hden. Such, too, know I. 
But 'roong them none that can compere with htm. 
Not one an graceful. 

Jvlia. What a graceful set 
Your feather has! 
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Helen. Nay, give it bttck to me. 
Unless you pay me ibr'L 

Julia. Whatwas'ttoget? 
sHderu A minutes talk with thee abontSirThoaias. 

Julia, Talk of his title, and his fertune tbeo. 

a^ffifrd. (AjMte.)— Indeed! I would not listen, yet I 
must! 

Julia. An punple fortune, Helen— I shall be 
A happy wife ! What routs, what balls, wharmaaques, 
What gala days ! 

CUford. (Asuk.)— For these she marries me ! 
She'd talk of these! 

Jwtia, Think not, when I am wed, 
111 keep the house as owlet does her tower, 
Alone^ — when every other bird's on wing, 
in use my palfrey, Helen ; and my coach : 
My bafge loo for excursions on the Thames ; i 

What drives to Bamet, Hackney, Islington ! 
What rides to Eppmg, Hounalow, and Blackheath ! 
What sails to Greenwich, Woolwich, Fulham, Kew ! 
rU set a pattern to ]roar lady wives ! 

CUgML (A$ide.) Ay, lady ? Trust me, not at ny ex- 
pense. 

Julia. And what a wardrobe! Til have change of suits 
For every day in the year ! and sets for days ! 
My morning dress, my noon dress, dinner dross. 
And evening dress ! then will I show yon kce 
A foot deep, can 1 porohase it; if not 
I'll speedily bespeak it DianKxids too ! 
Not buckles, rings, and ear-rings onlyr— but 
Whole necklaces and skxnachers of gems ! 
I'll shine ! be sure I wilL 

Clifford, ( Anefe.)— Then shine away ; 
Who covetB thee may wear thee ; Vm not he ! 

Julia. And then my title! Soon as I put on 
The ring, Tm Lady Clifiord. So I take 
Precedence of plain mistress, wero she e'en 
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The richest heiress io the land! At town 

Or (<ountry Imll, you'll see me take the lead, 

While wives that carry on their back the wealtll 

'Va dower a prince«i shall give place to me>) — 

Will I not profit, think you, by my right 7 

Be cure 1 will ! marriage shall prove to me 

A never ending pageant. Every day 

Shall sliow how 1 am apouB*d ! 1 will be known 

For Lady Clif&rd all the city through. 

And fifty miles the country round abouL 

Wife of Sir Thomas Clifibrd, baronet,— 

\ot perishable knight ! wlio. when he makes 

A lady of me, doubtless must expect 

To neo me piny the part of one. 

Clifford. (Coming forward) — Most true; 
But not the part which you design to play. 

Julia. A list'ner. Sir ! 

Clifford. By chance, and not intent. 
Your speech was forcM upon mine ear, that ne'er 
More thankless duty to my heart discharg'd .' 
Would for that heart it ne'er had known the teme 
Which tells it 'lis a bankrupt there, where most 
It coveted to be rich, and thought it was so! 
() Julia! is it youT Could I have set. 
A coronet upon that stately brow. 
Where partial nature hath already bound 
A brighter circlet— radiant beauty's own — 
I liad been proud lo see thee proud of it^ — 
Sn for the donor then had'st ta'en the gift, 
Not for the gift ta'en him. Could I have pour*d 
The wealth of richest Croesus in thy lap, 
I had been blest to see thee scatter it. 
So I was still thy riches paramount ! 

Julia. Know yon me. Sir ? 

Cliffbrd. 1 do! On Monday week 
We were to wed; and are, so you're oonteac 
The day that weds, wives you to be widofwed. Tak 
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TV privikge of oqr wife : be Lady Clifibrd! 
Oaisliine thy tide in the weeriog on't ! 
My ooflera, Undi, are all at thy cxMnmand; 
Wear all ! *bttt, fer myaalf, dut weais not ma, 
Althoofth the coveted ef every eye, 
Who would not wear me for myaelf akme. 

AnddoyoQearry itaoprood^. Sir? . 

i. Proudly, but atill inoro aonowAilly, Lady ! 
rn lead thee to the chorcfaon Monday week. 
TiU tiien, ferewell ! and then^— fiureweU for ever! 

Julia* I have ventund for thy lave. 
Am the bold merchant, who, for only hope 
Of aone rich gain, all former gains will risk. 
iSeforelaaked a portion of thy hc«it. 

1 periU'd all my own ; and now, all*! loat ! 

[Exit Cuwwomn. 
Jidia. Helen! 

fMsn. What ails you, sweet ! 
Julia, I cannot breath, quick, loose my girdle, ha! 
-^PaimU.) 

Mastke Waltke ond Mastke Hkaetwill eamufor- 

ward. 

Walter, Good omster Heartwell help to Uike her in. 
Whilat I make after him ! and look to her! 
Unlucky chance, that took m.e out of town. 

[EjkwU MvtroUy, 

Scim IIL~7^ SbntL 

Emer Cujrro&o asid SnrHBN, swsfify . 

Sffnften. Letten, Sh' Thomas, 

Cttffard. Take them home agaiUi, 
I shall not read them now. 

Stephen, Your pardon, sir. 
But here is one directed strangely. 

afford. Howr 
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Stephen, * To Master Clifibrd, gentleman; now style 
Sir Thomas Clifiord, baronet !' 

Ciifford, Indeed! 
Whence oomes that letter ? * 

S^jthetu From abroad. 

Cl^ord, Which is it 7 

St^i^ien. So please you this,. Sir Thomas. 

afford. Give it me. 

St^en, That letter brings not news, to wish him jo 
upon. If he was distorbed before, which I gnened b 
his looks be was, he is not more at ease now. Hi 
hand to his heiMl! A most unwelcome lettiir! If i 
brings him newijof disaster, ibrtune does not give Ui 
his deserts; for never waited servant upon m kiids 
master. 

Cl^flord. Stephen! 

Stephen. Sir Thomas ! 

Clifford. From my door remove 
The plate that bears my name. 

Stephen. The plate. Sir Thomas ! 

Cliffbrd. The plate — collect my servants and in 
struct them 
To make out each, their claims, unto the end 
Of their respective terms, and give them in 
To my stewBird. Him and them apprise, good ftllow. 
That I keep house no more. As you go home 
Call at my coach maker's, and bid him stop 
The carriage I bespoke. The one I have 
Send with my horses to the mart whereat 
Such things are sold by auction. They're ftr sale- 
Pack up my waidrobch—have my trunks oonvcy'd— 
To the Inn in the next street— and when thafs dooe, 
Go round to my tradesmen and collect their biDi^ 
And bring them to me at the Inn. 

Stephen. The Inn ! 

Clifford. Yes; I go home no more. Why. whiA 
the matter ? 
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What has fidlen out to make your eyes fill up ? 
You'll get another place. 1*11 certify 
You're honeit and mdoitrioaa, and all 
That a tervant ought to be. 

Stepkeii I Me, Sir Thomaa, 
Some gieat iP irf irtMi te has be&Uanyou! 

I have health; Ihave strenglh; my reason, Stopheo and 
A heart that* s clear in truth, with trust in God. 
No great dissaler can befi^l the man 
Who's still pos se ss e d of these ! Good fellow, leave me, 
What you would lean, and have a right to know, 
1 woiild not tell you now. Good Stephen, hence ! 
Mischance has fiUlen on me-— but what of that f 
Mischance has fidlen on many a better man. 
I pr'ythee leave me. I grow sadder while 
I see the eye with whidi you view my grief! 
'Sdeath they will out ! I would have been a man, 
Had you been less a kind and gentle one. 
Now, as you love me, leave me. 

StephuL Never master 
So well deserv*d the knre of him that serv'd him. 

{£stf STEPHtN. 

CHjfifrd, MiiftfCane likeifa company ; it seldom 
Visits its friends akne. Ha! Master Waller, 
And ruffled too! I'm in no mood for him. > 

Eater Mastse Walter. 

Walter. So,siri-^^ Thomas CHObid!— what with 
speed 
And cholei'--[ do gasp fiir want of bnath ! 
aijfitrd, W«ll Master Walter! 
Waiter, You're a rash young man* Sir ? 
Sirong-headed and wrong-headed — and 1 fear, l%r, 
Not over delicate in that fine sense 
Which men of honour pride diemselves upon. 

13 
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Clifford. WeU^Mvter Walter! 

WaUer. A young woman's heart, Sir» 
Is not a stone to canre a poaey on ! 
Which knows not what is writ oat— ^which yoa i 

buy, 
Exchange or sell, Sir^ — keep or giTe away, Sir ; 
It is a richer — yet a poorer thing : 
Priceless to him that owns and priies it ; 
Worthless whenown'd, not prix'd; which makes thai 
That covets it, obtains it, and discards it^— 
Afbol,ifnotaTillain,Sir! 

Cl^fbrd. Well, Sir! 

Waiter. You never lov'd my ward. Sir ! 

Clifard. The bright Heavens 
Bear witness that 1 did ! 

WaUer. The bright Heavens, Sir, 
Bear not fiilse witness. That you lov'd her not. 
Is clear,— fin- had you lov'd her, you'd have pluck' 
Your heart from out your breast, ere cast her fi 

your heart ! 
Old as I am, I know what passion is. 
It is the summer's heat, Sir. which in vain 
We look ibr frost in — ^Ice, like you. Sir, knows 
But little of such heat ! We are wrong'd. Sir: wioof 
You wear a sword, and so do I ! 

CUfford. WeU,.Sir! 

Waiter. You know the use, Sir, of a sword.? 

Clijford. I do. 
To whip a knave, Sir, or an honest man ; 
A wise man or a fool — atone for wrong. 
Or double the amount on't ! Master Walter, 
Touching your ward, if wraag is done, I think 
On my side lies the grievance. I would not say sc 
Did I not think so. As fi)r love — ^look. Sir, 
That hand's a wklower's, to its first mate sworn 
To dasp no second one. Asfi>r amends, Sir, 
You're free to get them fitHn a man in whom 
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You've been fbreatall'd by fortune, for the spite 
Which she has vented on him, if you still 
fisteem hira vmrih your anger. Please you reati 
That letter. Now, Sir, judge if life is dear, 
Tb one so umck ft kiaer. 

W«lier. Wfaat^aUgone! 
Thy ooonn living tbey reported dead ! 

CUfird. Tide and land. Sir, unto which odd love ; 
All gone, save life and bonanr, which ere 1*11 lose 
rU let the other go ! 

IKiber. We*i« poblic here, 
And may be iateinipCed. Let na aeek 
Some spot of privacy. Tour letter. Sir ! 

(Owesilhadt.) 

Tho' ibrtune iligfat you. 111 not alight you ! not 
Your tide or the lack of it I heed. 
Whether upon the score of love or hate. 
With you wad yoa akne I settle. Sir. 
We*ye gone toe fitE. Tctero Ibllj now to part 
Without a reckoning. 

Clifford. Just as you please. 

WaUer. Tou'vadooo 
A noble kdy wrong. 

Clifford. That lady. Sir, 
Has done me wrong. 

Walter. Go to ! thou ait a boy 
Fit to be trarted with a pbytfaing, not 
A woman's heart Thoa know'st not what it is! 
Which 1 wiH pnuve to thee, soon aa we find 
Convenient pbea Goom on. Sir! you riiall get 
A lesson that diall serve yoa fcr Aa rest 
Of your life. FIl mako yon own her. Sir, a piece 
Of Nature's handivrark, aa ooatly, fiee 
From bias, flaw, and fbit aa ever jret 
Her cunning band tum'd oat ciNne on, Sirr--conie ! 

[Exeunt. 
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Acrni. 

ScBiTK I^— A drawmg room. 
Enter Lord Tinul and ike Eael of Rochbalb. 

TmmL RefuMaloid! A Mwy kdy thk— 
1 scarce can credit it. 

Rochiaie. She'll change her mind. 
My agent, Maater Walter, ia her guardian. 

Tirud. How can yon keep that Hunchhack in kit 
oflke? 
He mocks you. 

Rockdak. He is oseAiL Never heed hin. 
My ofler now do I pfeaent througfahim. 
He has the tide deedsof my eatales. 
She'll listen to their wooing. I nrast have her. 
Not that I knre her, hut that all allow 
She's fairest of the ftir. 

Jhud. Diatingaish'd weU : 
Twere most unseemly ftr aloid tolove ! 
Leave that to oonmonera. Tis vnlgaf— she's 
Betioth'd, you tall me, to Sir Thoonas CUflbrd. 

Roehdtde. Yea. 

TYnjel. That a commoner should thwart a Lord ! 
Yet not a oommoaar. A Baronet 
Is fish and flesh. Nina puis pleheian, and 
Patrician in the tenth. Sir Thomaa Clifibrd f 
A man,th^say, ofhaainBL I ahhor hrains 
As I do took They'ra tha^ roechamoaL 
So &r we are ahove onr feraJithcrs ?— 
They to their faniDB did Cfwe their tidoB, as 
I>olawyen,doctQrBL WeloQOChingowelheflik 
Which OMduB mhiitm nobler. 

RoddOe. bit so! 
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TUueL Believe me. You shall profit by my training 
You grow a lord apace. I saw 3^ou meet 
A bevy of your lormer friends* who fidn 
Had shaken hands with yeu. You gave Ihem fingen !. 
You're now aDsCfaer men. Your house is chang'dr— 
Your taUe dliMg'd^-yonr retinue-— your horse- 
Where once yon rode a hack, you ])ow back blood ;-^ 
Sefits it then youabo change your friends! 

Enier'VfihUAMB. 

WtBiams. A gentleman would see your lordship. 

TbueL Sir! 
What*sthatr 

WSKams. A gentleman would see his tordship. 

TVnseL How know you, Sir, his lordship is at homo i 
Is he at home because he goes m>t out f 
He's not at home, though there you see him, Sir, 
Unless he certifies fliat he's at home ! 
Bring up the name of the gentlemaii, and then 
Your lord will know if he's at home or not 

[ExU WlLUAHtB. 

Your man was porter to some merchant's door. 
Who never taught him better bleeding 
Than to speak the vulgar truth! Well, Sirf 

Williams hamng iB - emi erti. 

WiBiamt, Hisname^ 
So please your lordship^ Msikhart. 

Tinad. Do yon know 
The thiagf 

Rockdale. Right well! F&ith ahear^ ftUow, 
Son to a worthy tradesman, who would do 
Great things with little means; so enler'd him 
In the Temple. A good fidkiw, on nj life, 
Naught smacking of his stock! 

7&je{. You've said enough ! 

13* 
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Hiff lofdahip'f not at home. — [Exit WiUktmt — W(f do 

not go 
By hearlBt but oidcn ! Had he fiamly^^ 
Bkx)d— tho' it were only a diop--4ui heart 
Would pBH ftr aoiiiethnig ; kicking aoeh deaert,. - 
Were it ten times the heart it ii, 'tia naught ! 

Enter WjLUtMB. 

WShonu. One Maater Jooea hath aak'd to Mt yvar 
'lordahip. 

Ttrisd. And what WMyonr reply to Maater lanaa? 

WiUiams. I knew not if his kjidahip waa at home. 

Tintd. You'll do. Who's Master Jones t 

Rochdak. A curate's son. 

Tinml. A curate's 7 Better be a yeotaan^u son! 
Was it a rectcnr's sQn# he might be known. 
Because the reotmria a rising man, 
And may become a fauhopu He goea light. 
The curate ever hath a loaded back. 
He may be called the yeoman of the church. 
Thau sweating does his work, and drudges on. 
While lives the hopeful rector at his eaae. 
How made you hiaanqnaintance, pny t 

RotMaU, We read 
Latin and Greek together. 

Tinad, Drooling them — 
As, now that you're a kid, of oouise you've done — 
Dr op hi m.— Youll say his kidsbip's not at home. 

Wittkuu. So pleaae your lovdship, I fingot to say. 
One Richard Cricket likewiae is below. 

TinmL Who? Rlchaid Cricket! Yon moat see himr. 
Rodidaler 
AnoUelitdeftDow! A gimt man, Sir ! 
Not knowing whom, yon would be nobody! 
I won five thoosand by hfan ! 

RotMde, Whoiahet 
I never heard of him. 
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TV'nW. What ! never heard 
Of Richard Cricket! never heard of him? 
Why, he's the jockey of Newmarket ; you 
May win a cup by him, or elie a sweepitakes. 
I bade him call pprm you. You mutt aee him ! 
Hia lordihip it at home to Richard Cricket. 

jRooft. Bid him wait in the anti-room. 

^ExU WlLUAMS. 

Tumi The ami-room ! 
The bert room in your houie ! Tou do not know 
The uae of Richard Cricket ! Show him, Sir, 
Into the drawing-room. Your lordship needs 
Most keep a racing stud, and youll do well 
To make a fiiend of Richard Cricket Well, Sir, 
What's that? 

£n/er W1LLIAII& 

Williams, So please your lordship, a petitioa. 

TinaeL Had'st not a service 'mong the Hottentots 
Ere thou cam's! hither, friend ? Pieaent thv lord 
With a petitioa ! At mechanica* doors. 
At tradesmen's, shf^eepera',and merchants* only* 
Have such things leave to knocL* Midte thy lord's gate 
A wicket to a workhouse ! Let us see it— - 
Subscriptions to a book of poetry ! 
Who heads the list? Comelius Tense, A. M^ 
Which means he coosirues Greek and Latin, works 
Probiems in mathematics, can chop logic. 
And is a conjuror in phikisophy, 
Both natural and mumL^Fdiaw! a man 
Whom no body, that is, aihy body, knows. 
Who think you follows him ? Why an M. D. 
An F. R. S., an F. A. Sl, and then 
A D. D., Doctor of Divinity, 
Ushering in an L. L. D., which means 
Doctor of Laws— their harmooy no doubt 
The difference of their trades ! There's nothing here 
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TV'nW. What! never heard 
Of Richard Cricket! never heard of him? 
Why, he's the jockey of Newmarket ; you 
May win a cup by him, or elie a sweepitakei. 
I bade him call upon you. You most see him ! 
His lordship is at home to Richard Cricket. 

Roeh, Bid him wait in the anti-room. 

[^ExU WnxiABw. 

Thud. The ami-room ! 
The bert xoom in your house ! Ton do not know 
The uae of Richard Cricket ! Show him, Sir, 
Into the drawing-room. Your lordship needs 
Most keep a racing stud, and jronll do well 
To make a fiiend of Richard Cricket Well, Sir, 
What's that 7 

£n/er Williams. 

WiUiams, So please your lordship, a petition. 

Tinad. Had'st not a service 'mong the Hottentots 
Ere thou cam's! hither, friend ? Pleaent thv lord 
With a petition ! At mechanica' doors. 
At tradesmen's, shopkeepen*, and merchants* only. 
Have such things leave to knock! Make thy lord'* gate 
A wicket to a workhouse ! Let us see it— - 
Subscriptions to a book of poetry ! 
Who heads the list? Comelius Tense, A. M., 
Which means he construes Greek and Latin, works 
Problems in mathematics, can chop logic. 
And is a conjuror in phikisophy, 
Both natural and mumU— Fdiaw! a man 
Whom no body, that is, uiy body, knows. 
Who think you follows him? Why an M. D. 
An F. R. S., an F. A. Sl, and then 
A D. D., Doctor of Divinity, 
Ushering in an L. L. D., which means 
Doctor of Laws their harmooy no doubt 
The difference of their trades ! There's nothing here 
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But languages, and scienoeBy and arti; 

Not an iota of nobility! 

We cannot give our names. Take back the paper. 

And tell the bearer there's no answer ftr him— 

That is the lordly way of saying * No.' 

But, talking of subscriptions, here is ooe 

To which your lordship may affix your name. 

RoduUde. Pray who's the object f 

T^rueL A most worthy man ! y 
A man Hif singular deserts ; a man 
In serving whom, your lordship will serve me^— - 
Signer Cantata. 

RochddU, He's a friend of jrours? 

Tinad. O, no, I know him not! Fve not that pleasure; 
But Lady Dangle knows him ; she's his friend. 
He will oblige us with a set of concerts. 
Six concerts to the set^— The set, three guineas. 
Your lordship will subscribe ? 

Rodhddk, (X by all means. 

Tinad. How many sets of tickets f two at least 
You'll like to take a friend ? I'll set you down 
Six guineas to Signer Cantata's ooncerik 
And new, my lord, we'll to him^ — then we'll walk. 

Rochdale. Nay, 1 would wait the lady's answer. 

'Hnad. Wait! 
Take an excuisioD to the country : let 
Her answer wait ftr 3^. 

RodhdaU. Indeed! 

Tinad. Indeed! 
Befits a lord naught like indifieraoce. 
Say an estate should fidl to you, you'd take it. 
As it concerned more a stander hf 
Than you. As yoxx^te a lord, be sure yovi ever 
Of that make litde, other men make moofa of; 
Nor do the thing they do^ but die right ooDtiaiy. 
Where the distinctioo ehie 'twixt tiiem and yoo ? 
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ScsNE II. — An Apartment in Master Heartwbll's 

House, 

Mastsk Waltbe diKtmeni looking iknmgk HiU' 

deeds g$id papers. 

So fiiUs out eyeiy thing' ai I nvoold have it. 
Exact in |^ce ond time. Thia kmi'a •drances 
Receirea sher-aa» I augur, in the ipleen 
Of wouDded pride she will,-— my coune ia dear. 
She comei — all'a well— the tempest ragea still. 

JCLIA enltrSt and paces the room in a slate qf high 

Julia. What have my eyes to do with water ? Fire 
Becomes them better ! 

Walter. True. 

JuHa. Yet, must I weep 
To be so monitor'd, and by a man! 
A man thiat was my slave ! whom I have seen 
Kneel at my feet from mom till noon, jcontent 
With leave to only gaze upon my face 
And tell me what he read there,-— till the page 
I knew by heart I 'gan to doubt I knew, 
Emblazon'd by the comment of his tongue ! 
And he to lomtm. me ! Let him oome here 
On Monday week! He ne'er leads me to chiiEeh! 
I would not profit by his rank, or wealth, 
Tho* kings might call him cousin, ftr their sake! 
I'll show him I have pride ! 

Walter. You're -very right \ 

Julia. He would have had to^y our wedding 
day! 
1 fix'd Q month fiom this. He pmy^d and pmy'd ; 
I dropp'd a week. He pray'd and pmy'd the more! 
I dropp'd a second one. S^ more he pray'd ! 
And I took off another week,— 4md now 
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1 have his leave to wed, or not to wed ! 
He'll see that I have pride ! 

Walter. And so he ought 

Julia. O! for aooie way to bring him to my foot! 
Bot he ahould lie there ! Why, 'twill go abroad, 
That he has cast me off That there should live 
The man could say so! Or that I should live 
To be the leavings of a man ! 

Walter, Thy caae 
I own a hard one. 

JuUa. Hard. Twill drive me mad ! 
His wealth and title ! I refused a lord — 
1 did ! that privily implored my hand, 
And never cared to tell him on*t! So much 
1 hate him now, that lord should not in vain 
Implore my hand again ! 

WaUer. You'd give it him 7 

Julia. I would. 

Walter. You*d wed that lord ! 

Julia. That lord I'd wed ^- 
Or any other lord,—- only to show him 
That I could wed above him! 

Waller. Give me jrour hand 
And word to that 

Julia. There! take my hand and word ! 

Waller. That lord hath ofiered you his hand again. 

Julia. He hast 

Waller. Your father knows it: he approves of him. 
There are the tide deeds of the estates, 
Sent for my jealous scrutiny. All aoondr^ 
No flaw, or speck, that e'en the lyni-eye'd law 
Itself oould find. A kmiof many knda! 
In Berkshire, half a county; and the same 
In l/l^llshire, and in Lmcaahire ! Across 
The Irish Sea, a prineipa%! 
And nDC a rood with bond or lien on it! 
WUt give that kffd a wife t Wilt JMk« tkyadf 
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A oounteas ? Here's the profler of bis hand. 
Write thou content, and wear a coronet! 
Julia. {Eagerly.) — Give me the paper. 
WaUer. There ! Here's pen and ink. 
Sit down. Why do yoa pause ? A flourish of 
The pen, and you're aeountesS. 

Jiiia. My poor bram 
Whirls round and round! I would not wad him now. 
Were he more lowly at my feet to sue 
Than e'er he did! 

WaUer. Wed wfaomf ' 

Julia. Sir Thomas Cliflbid. . * 

WaUer. You're righv 

Julia. His rank and wealdi are roots to doubt ; 
And while they lasted, still die ^eed would grow, 
Howe'er you pluok'd it No! thafs o'er — that's done! 
Was never lady wrong'd so fiml as I ! ( VTeqpt.) 
Walter. Thou'rt to be pitied. 
JuUa. (ArouMd.) — ^Pitied ! Not so bad 
As that. 

Walter. Indeed thou art, to love die man 
That spuns thee ! 

Julia. Love him! Lovd! If hate could find 
A word more harsh than its own name, I'd take it. 
To speak the love I bare him ! ( Weepi.) 

Walter. Write thy own name. 
And show kirn how near akin thy hate's to hate. 
JuUa. ( Write!.)— Tis done ! 
Walter. 'TIS well! Fll come to yon Oxm! [£n^. 
JuUa. (Ahne.y—Vm glad 'tis done ! I'm very glad 
'tis done ! 
I've done the thing I ought From my disgrace 
This lord shall lift me Inve the reach of scoin— 
That idly wags its tongue, where wealth and state 
Need only beckon to have crowds to laud ! 
Then how the tables change ! the hand he spum'd 
His betters take ! Let me remember that ! 
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I'll grace my lank! I will! I'll carry it 

Aa 1 wu bom to it ! I wanant none 

Shall lay it iili me not >— but, one and all 

Coofeai I wear it bravely, aa I ought ! 

And he ahali hear it! ay! and he ahall aee it! 

I will roll by him inan equipage 

Would mortgage hia eetale— but he ahall own 

Hiaaligfatof me waamyadvBDoement! Love me! 

He never lov'd me! if he had, he ne'er 

Had given me np ! Love's not a ipider'a web 

But fit to meah a fly--tb^ you can laeak 

By pnly blowing on't ! He never lov'd me ! 

He knows not what love is— or, if he does, 

He has not been o'er chary of his peace ! 

And that he'll find when I'm another^s wife. 

Lost!— test Id him fiwever! Team again! 

Why should I weep finr him t MHio make their woes 

Deserve them! what have I to do with tearsf 

Elder Helen. 

Hden, News! Julia, news! 

JuUa, What? isPt about Sir Thomas f 

HUea. Sir TlioaiaSiSqr ynuf He's nomore SirTbomss. 
That oooain lives, as heir to whoa, his wealth 
And tide came to him. 

JviML Was he not dead f 

Helen. No more than I am dead. 

JvJUtu I would 'twere not so. 

i£efea. What sqr you, Julia f 

Jatio. Nothing! 

HUea. I oould kiss 
That cousin! couldn't you, Julia ? 

JiilM. Wberelbre? 

HOn. Why 
For coming back to life again, aa 'twere 
Upon his oofUrin to revenge you. 

Mia, Helen? 



I \ 
A PLAT. IN FTVK ACT8. 161 

Hden. Indeed^ *tu true. With what a tony grace 
The gentleman will bear himself without 
Hit title ! Master Clifibrd ! Have yua not 
Some token to return him ! Some love letter? 
Some broach ? Some pin ? Some any thing ? I^ be ■ 
Your messenger, for hbthing but the pleasure 
Of calling him plain * Master Clifibid.' 
Julio. Helen! 

Hden. Or has he anght cf thin«,t Write to him, 
Julia, 
Demanding it ! ' Do, Julia, if yovL love me { 
And I'll direct it in a schoolboy's hand. 
As round as I can write* ' To Master Cliffiird.' 
JuUa. Helen! ' 

Helen. I'll thmk of fifty thousand ways 
To Biortify him! I've a twentieth cousin, 
A care*fi)r-naoght at mischief. Him I'll set. 
With twenty other madcaps like himself, 
To walk the streets the traitor most frequents, 
And give him salutation as he poiBses— 
* How do you, Master Clifibrd V 
JaUa. {Highly incensed.) — ^Helen! 
Hden. BleM me ! 
JvUa. 1 hate you, Helen ! 

Enter Modits. 

Modus. Joy for you, fiur lady ! 
Our baronet is now plain gent^man. 
And hardly that,' not master of the means 
To bear himself as such \ The kinsman lives 
Whose only rumor'd de^ith gave wealth to htm. 
And title. A hard creditor he proves. 
Who keeps strict reckoning — ^will have interest. 
As well as principal. A ruin'd man 
Is now Sir Thomas Cliffi^. 

Hden. I'm gbd on't. 

Modus. Ana so am I. A scurvy trick it was 

14 
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He served yoUt Madam.— Use a kdy so ! 
I merely boie with him. 1 never lik'd him. 

HdcTi. No more did 1. No, never conld I think 
lie look'd his title. 

Modus. No, nor acted it 
] r rightly they report, he ne'er disburs'd. 
To entertain his friends, 'tis Ivoadly said, < 
A hundred pounds in the year. He was most poor 
In the appointments of a man of rank, 
Possessing wealth like his. His horses, hacks ! 
His gentleman, a footman ! and his footman, 
A groom ! The sports that men of quality 
<\nd spirit countenance, he kept aloof from,. 
From scruple of economy, not taste, — 
As racing and the like. In hrief, he lack'd. 
Tlioso shining points that, more than name, donol* 
I f igh breeding ; and, moreover, was ai man 
Of very shallow learning.. 

Julia, Silence, Sir ! 
If or siiame ! 

//efen. Whj Julia! 

Jtdia. Speak not to me ! Poor ! 
Most poor ! I tell you. Sir, ho was the niakiiij^ 
Of fifly gentlemen— each one of whom 
Were more than peer for thee ! His title. Sir ! 
I^ent him no grace, he did not pay it back ! 
Tho' it had been the highest of the high, 
lie would have Inok'd it,, felt it, acted it, 
.Vs thou could'st ne'er have done! When fbond 

you out 
You lik'd him not ? It was not ere to day ! 
Or that base spirit I must reckon yours. 
Which smiles where it would scowl, can itoop to haft 
And fear to show it! He was your better. Sir : 
And is! — ^Ay, is! tho' stripp'd of rank and weolib. 
His nature's 'bove or fortune's love or tpile, 
To /xlason or to blur it ! (Retires,) 
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Modus, (to Hden.) I wasMoM 
Much to disporage him— -4 know not wherefore. 
Hklen. And 80 was J, vid know as much the cause. 

Enter Master Walter, wiik parchmenU. 
Waller. Joy, my Julia ! 
Impatient love biii foresight ! Look you here. 
The marriage 4e^ ^'d up, except a blank ' 
To write your jointore. What you wiU, my girl ! 
Ib this a lover ? Look ! Three thousand pounds 
Per annum for your private charges! Ha ! 
There's pin money ? Is this a lover ? Mark 
What acres, forests, tenements, ape tax'd 
For your revenue ; and so set apart. 
That finger caimot touch them, save thine own. 
Is this a lover? What giood fortune's thine! 
Thou dost not speak; bur, 'tis the way with joy! 
With richest heart, it has the poorest tongue ! 

Modus. What great good fortune's this you speak of. 
Sir? 

Walter. A coronet. Master Modus ! You behold 
The wiie elect, Sirr of no less a man 
Than the new earl of Rochdale — heir of him 
That's recently deceased. 

Hden* My dearest Julia, 
Much joy to yon ! 

Modus. AU good attend you, Madam ! 

Walter. This letter i>ring« excuses from his lordship, 
Whose absence it accounts for. He repairs^ 
To his estate in Lancashire, and thither 
We follow. 

Julia. When, Sijr f 

Walter. Now. This very hour. 

Julia. This very liour ! Oh cruel ! fatal haste ! 

WaUer. 'Oh cruel, fatal haste!' What meanest ihou ? 
Have I done wrong to do thy bidding then ? 
I have done no more. Thou wast an off-ea^ei bride, 
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And would 'at be an aflianc'd one— «thou art so ! 
Tbou'dst have the slight thai mark'd thee out forscort 
Converted to a means of gimoing thee,-^ 
It is so ! if our wishes come too soon, 
What can make sure of welcome? In my zeal 
To win thee thine, thou know'st, at any time 
Vd play the steed, whose will to serve his lord, 
With his list breath gives his last bonnd for him! 
Since only noon have I despatched what vrell 
Had kept a brace of clerks, and more, on foot. 
And then, perhapa, bad been to do again l-^ 
Not Bnish'd, sure, complete-^he compact firm. 
As fate itself had sealed it ! 

Julia. Give yott thanks! 
Tho' Hwere my death ! my death! 

Walter. Thy death! Indeed, 
For happiness like this, one well might die! 
Take thy lord's letter*! WeU i 

Enter Thomas, with a letter. 

Thomas. This letter. Sir, 
The gentleman that served Sir Thomas Cliflbrd — 
Or him that was Sir Thomas-— gave to me 
For mistress Julia. 

Julia. Give it, me ! ( Throwing away the one the kM 

Walter. {Snatching it.) — ^For what ? 
WouId*8t read'itf He's a bankrupt! stripp'd of tilfe 
House, chattels, lands and all! A naked bankmpt, 
With neither puaw, nor trust ! Would'st read his leli 
A beggar^ Yea, a beggar ! lasts, unless 
He dines pn alms ! How durst he seiid thee a letMi 
A fellow cut on this hand, and on that ; 
Bows and is cut again, and bows again ! 
Who pays ]rou fifty smiles for half a one, — 
And that given gradgiugly ! To send yon letter ! 
I burst with choler! Thus I treat his letter! 
(Teart oad ikrawa it on the ground,) 
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So I I was wrong to let hilii rufRe me ; 

He is not worth the spending anger on. 

I pr'ythee, Master Modus, use despatch. 

And presently make ready for our ride. 

Yon, Helen; to my Julia look — a change 

Of dresses will suffice. She mtMt have new ones, 

Matches Ibf her' new state ! Haste, fiiends. My Jatia ! 

Why stand you poring (here upon the ground 1 

Time flies. Your rise astounds foa f Never heed—- 

You'll play my lady countess like a queen ! [Exeunt . . 



ACT IV. 

Scene I.— -A room in ike Earl of Rochdale'e. 

Enter Helen. 

Helen. I'm weary wandering from room to room.^ 
A castle after all is but a house — 
The dullest one when lacking company ! 
Were I home, I could be company 
Unto myself. I see not Af aster Walter. 
He's ever with his ward. I see net her. 
By Master Walter will she bide, alone. 
My father stops in tovni. I can't see him. 
My cousin makes his books his company. 
I'll go to bed and sleep. No— ^*11 stay up 
And plague my cousin into making lore ! 
For, that he loves me, shrewdly I suspect. 
Hqw dull he is that hath dot sense to see 
What lies befbre'him, and he'd like to find. 
I'll change my treatment of him. Cross him, where 
Before I used to humour him. He comes 
Poring upon a book. What's that you read ? 

Enier Modus. 

Modus. Latin, sweet coosm. 

13* 
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Hden, Tis a naughty tongue 
I fear, and teaches men to lie. 

Modus. To\ie\ 

Hden. You study it. You rail your cuuain swe^ 
And treat her as you would a crab. As sour ' 
Twould seem you think her, so you covet her i 
Why how the monster stares, and looks ahout ! 
You construe Latin, and can't construe that 

ModuB. I never studied women. 

Helen. No; nor men. 
Else would you better know their wa3rs ; nor read 
In presence of a lady^— (iStrtibes the book from his hand.) 

Modus. Right you say, 
And well you serv'd me, cousin, so to strike 
The volume from my hand. I own my fault ; 
So please yon, — may I pick it up again ? 
I'll put it in my pocket! 

Hden. Pick it up. 
I Aside.) He fears me, as 1 were his grandmother! 
What is the book? 

Modus. *Tis Ovid's Art of Love. 

Hden. That Ovid was a ibol ! 

Modus. In what ? 

Hden. In that 
To call that thing an art, which art is none. 

Modus. And is not love an art ? 

Hdeju Are ]rou a ^l. 
As well as Ovid f Love an art ! No art 
But taketh time and pains to leara. Love comes 
With neither. Is't to hoard such grain as that. 
You went to college 7 Better stay at home. 
And study homely English. 

Modus. Nay, you know not 
The argument 

Helen. I dont? I know it better 
Than ever Ovid did ! The fiioe, the form, — 
The heart, the mind we fimcy, cousin ; that's 
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The argament! Why, cousin, jrou koQw nothing. 
Suppose a lady iwere in love with thee, 
CooM'st thou, by Ovid, coutui, find it out?— 
Could*8t find it out, wast thou in love thyielff 
Could Ovid, oounn, teach thee to make love f 
'I could, that never read him. You begin 
With melancholy ; then to tadness; then 
To sickness ; then to dying— but not die ! 
She would not let thee, were she of my mind ; 
She'd take compassion on thee. Then fiMr> hope ; • 
From hope to confidence; from confidence - 
To boldness ; — then you'd speak 4 at first entn^t^ 
Then urge ; then fiout ; then argue ; then enforce ; 
Make prisoner of her hand ; besiege ber waist; ' 
Threaten her lips with storming ; keepi thy word 
And cany her,' My sampler 'gainst thy Ovid ! 
Why cousin, are you frightened, that you stand 
As yt^ were stricken dumb ? The case is cilear. • 
You are no soldier. You'll ne'er win a battle. . 
You care too much for blows 7 '. 

Modus, You wrong me there! 
At school I was the champion of my form, 
And since I went to college—- 

Hdau That for college! 

Modus. Nay, hear me ! 

Helen. Well ? Whatj since you went to ooUage? 
You know what men are set down fiiar, who boaat 
Oftheir own bravery. Go on, brave cousin ! 
What, since you went to oollege? Was there not 
One Qqentin Halworth there? You know there w»s. 
And that he was your master : 

Modus. He my master ! 
Thrice was he worsted l^ me. 

Hden. Still was he 
Your moster. 

Modus. He allow'd I had the beat! 
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Ailow'd it, mark me ! nor to me alone. 
But twenty I ooald name. 

Hden. And maflCer'd yon 
At last! ConfesB it, cousin, 'tis the trnih. 
A proctor's daughter you did both afiect — 
Look at me, and deny it! Of the twain 
She more affected yoo ;— I've canght yon now. 
Bold cousin ! Mark yon ! opportunity 
On opportunity she gave yon. Sir; 
Oeny it if you can ! — but tho' to others, 
When yon discoan*d of her, you were a flame ; 
To her you were a wick that would not light, 
Tho' held in the very fire ! And so he won her— 
Won her, because he woo'd her like a man. 
For all your cuffings, cuffing yon again 
With most usurious interest Now, sir, 
latest that you are valiant !* 

ModuM. Cousin Helen ! 

Hden. Well, Sir? 

Modus. The tale is all a fergery ! 

Hden. A fbi^ery ! 

Modus* From first to last. Ne'er spoke I 
To a proctor's daughter while I was at college. 

Hden. 'Twas a scrivener's then— or some budvS 
But what concerns it whose f E^ogh, you Iov*d k 
And shame upon you, let another take her ! 

Modus. Cousin, I tell you, if you'll only bear mt 
I lov'd no woman while I was at college- 
Save one, and her I fiincied ere I went there. 

Heien. Indeed! (Aside.) Now I'U retreat, if he's 
vancing. 
C^omes he not on f O what a stock's the man ! 
Well, cousin f 

Modus. Well! What more would'st have me sq 
i think I've said enough. 

Heien, And so think I. 
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I did but jest with yoa. You are not angry ? 
Shalm kanda! Why, cousin, do you squeeze me so ? 

MtduM, {Letting her go,) I swear I sqoeeaed you not! 

Hdn, Yon did not! 

Jfniiis. No, 
rUdieifldtd! 

HUm. Why then you did not, cousin. 
So let's shake hands again. (1& taibet her kamd ms 

6^of«.)— O go, and now 
Read Ovid ! CousiD, will you tell me one thing— 
Wore loveis rufls in Master Ovid*8 time f 
Behoved him teach them then, to put them on : — 
And that yon have to learn. Hold up your head ! 
Why, coQsin, how you blush. Plague on the ruff? 
I cannot give it a set. You're bludbing still ! 
Why do you blush, dear cousin? So! Twill beat me ! 
ril give it up. 

Hodus, Nay, pr!ythee don't — ^tryon! 

Hefea And if I do, I fear you'll think me bold. 

Moiue, ForwbatT 

/febn. To trust my face so near to thine. 

Moiut. I know not what you mean. 

Hden, I'm glad you don't ! 
Cousin, I ofm right well behav'd you are; 
Most manrelloosly well behav'd ! They've bred 
Tea wril atcoll^fe. With another man 
My lips would be in danger! Hang the ruflf! 

Modue. Nay,f ive it up, nor plague thyself, dear cousin. 

Hrim. Dearibel! {T%nw9 the ruff on the grmaid.) 
I sv^iear the raff is godd for just 
As little as its master ! There !— Tis spoil'd^ 
You'll have to get another. Hie for it 
And wear it in the fashion of a wisp, 
fire I adjust it for thee ! Farewell, cousin ! 
You'd need to study Ovid's Art of Love. [Exit Unxs. 

Modus. (Solue,) — ^Went she in anger? 1 will fol- 
low her. 
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\o, 1 will not ! Heigho ! I love my coufin ! 

utiuld that she loved me. Why dkl the taunt im 
With backwardnea in love ? What could ihe metii 
Sees she I love her, and w laughs at ms, 
IkM'Auso I lack the front to woo her ? N^, 

ril woo licr then ! Her lips shall be in danger. 

When next she trusts them near me ! LotkM she at n 

To day, as never did she look before! 

A bf)Ut heart. Master Modus ! Tis a saying, 

A (aint one never won ftir lady yet! 

I'll w(K> my cousin, come what will on't! Yes! 

{Begins reading again, throat down Ihe booL) 

1 long Ovid's Art of Love ! I'll woo ray cousin ! 

>UTi:\(!: U.-'The banqueting room in tke Karl 
Rochdale's Mandon, 

Enter Master Walter €aid Juua. 

W'aUer. This is the banqueting room. Then tee 
OS ikr 
ft loaves the lost behrod, as that excels 
The former mics. All is proportion here 
And harmony ! Observe ! The massy pillan 
Mny well look proud to bear the gilded dome. 
Vou mark those lull length portraits I They're the heac 
The ptately heads, of his ancestral line. 
Hero o'or the feast they a^nly still preside ; 
Mark those medallkms ! Stand they forth or net 
In bold and fair relief 7 Is not this brave ! 

Julia. {AbtlranHedly.)'— It is. 

Waller. It should be sa To cheer the blood 
Tliat flows in noble veins is made the feast 
Thai gladdons here. You see this drapery ? 
'Til ripheat velvet ! Fringe and tassels, ^Id ! 
Is not this costly I 

Julia. Yes. 
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WolUr. And chaste, the while ? 
Both chaste and costly ? 

Julia. Yes. 

Waiter^ Come hither ! There's a mirror for you. See ! 
One sheet from floor to ceiling ! Look into it, 
Salate its mistren! Dott not know her ? 

JuHa. (Sighing d€eply,)'-^YeB, 

Walter. And sighest thou to know her? Wait until 
To'morrow, when the banquet shall be spread 
la the fair hall ; the guests—- already bid. 
Around it; here, her lord ; and; there, herself; 
Presiding io'er the cheer that hails him bridegrooiD, 
And her the hap[^ bride ! Dost hear me ? 

Julia. {Sighing itiU more deeply.y^Yw. 

Walter. These are the day rooooB only, ue liavc seen. 
For public, and domestic uses kept. 
I'll show you now the lodging rooms. (Ooes, then turns 

and observes JuuA standing perfectly abstracted.) 
You're tired. 

l^c it be 'till after dinner then. Yet one 
I'd like thee much to see— the bridal chamber. 

Julia startSt' crosses her hands upon her breast, and 

IoojIbs tqwards.) 

I sec you're tired ; yet is it worth the viewing, 

If only for die tapestry whicli shows 

The needle, like the pencil, gk>W8 viith life ; 

{Brings down chairs; they sit.) 

The story's of a page who lov'd the daipo 

He served — a princess ! — Love's a heedless thing ! 

That never takes account of obstacles ; 

Makes plains of mountains, rivulets of seas. 

That psirt it from its wish. So proved the page, 

Who from a state so lowly looked so high, — 

But love's a greater lackwit still than this. 

Say it aspiraa — ^thal's gain ! Love Stoops— that's losi ! 
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Vou know what comes. The princeM lov'd the page. 
Shall I go on, or here leave off? 

Julia. Go cm. 

Wodter. Eadinde of flia dMunberihoiwa diflirant 
stage-. 
Of thui fond page and fimder lady'a love.* 
First no, it is not that 

Jicfio. O^ recollect ! 

Walter, And yet it is. 

Julia, No doubt it is. What n't t 

Walter, He holds to her a salver, with a capi 
His cheek more mantliDg with his passion, thaio 
The cop with the ruby wine. She heeda him boc. 
For too great heed of him i^-4N]t seems to lioid 
Debate betwiit her passioo and her pride. 
That's like to lose the dayt You read it in 
Her vacant eye, knit brow, and parted Kpa, 
Which speak a heart too busy all within 
To note' what's done without Like you the lole f 

Jidia. I list to every word. 

Walter, The next side paints 
The page upon his knee. He has told hii tale ; 

* In representation, the passages ibllowing this are 
curtailed — and the scene runs as follows ."- 
Walter contiuues— 

The first side shows their passion in the < 
In the next side 'tis shining open day — 
In the third there's clouding — ^I but touch on 
To make a long tale briel^ and bring Ibee to 
The last side. 

JuUa. What shews that? 

Walter. The fate of love 
That will not be advised.— The scene's a don^jMm, 
It's tenant is the page—he lies in ietteia. 

Julia, Hard! . 
Hard as the ateol, the hands that pat thorn on! Ak. 
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And found that» when he loet his heart, he play'd 

No loiring game, but won a richer one ! 

There may jrou read in him, how love would aeem 

Moat hwnble when moat bold,— ^yoo queation which 

Appeal* to kiai her hand — ^hia breath, or lipe ! 

In her ]rou read how wholly loat is she 

Who trusta her heart to love. Shidl I give o'er ! 

Jtdia, Nay, tell it to the end. Is't melancholy 1 

Walter. To anawer that, would mar the atory. 

Julia. Right 

WtaUer. The third aide now we come to. 

Jtdia, What ahows that ? 

WtaUer. The page and princeaa still. But stands her si re 
Betvireen them. Stem he graspa his daughter's arm, 
Whose eyes like fountains play ; while ^ro' her tears 
Her passion shines, as thro' the fountain drops 
The sun. His minions crowd around the page ! 
They drag him to a dungeon. 

JuUtL Hapless jrouth ! 

Waker. Ifapless indeed, that's twice a captive! heart. 
And body both in bonds. But that's the chain. 
Which balance cannot weigh, rule measure, touch 
Define the texture of, or e3re detect, 
That's forged by the subtle craft of love f 
No n^ to tell you that he wean it Such 
The cunning of the hand that plied the loom. 
You've but to mark die straining of his eye. 
To foel the coil yourself! 

Julia. I feeFt without ! 
You've finished with the third side ; now the fourth ! 

WaUer. It brings us to a dungeon, then. 

JuUa. The page, 
The thrall of love, more than the dungeon's thrall. 
Is there f 

Walter. He is. He lies in fetters. 

JitUa. Hard! — 
Hard as the steel, the hands that put them on. 

15 
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Waller. Some one unrivets them ! 

Julia. Theprincew? TTis! 

Walter. It is another page. 

Julia. It is herself! 

Walter. Her akin in fiur^ and his is berry-brown. 
His locks are raven Uack ; and hers are gold. 

Julia. Love's cunning of disguises ! spite of locks. 
Skin, vesture, — ^it is she, and only she ! 
What will not ouistant woman do for love 
That's lov'd with constancy ! Set her the task. 
Virtue approving, that .will baffle her ! 
O'ertax her stooping, patience, courage, wit ! 
My life upon it, 'tis the princess' self, 
Translbrm'd into a page ! 

Walter. The dungeon door 
Stands open, and you see beyond—* 

Julia. Her &ther ! 

Walter. No ; a steed. 

Julia. (Starting wp.)— O, welcome steed, 
My heart bounds at the thought of thee ! Thou coin's 
To bear the page from bonds, to liberty. 
What else ? 

Walter. (KtnVi^.)— The story's told. 

Julia. Too briefly told ; 
O happy princess, that bad wealth and state 
To lay them down for love ! Whose constant love 
Appearances approved, not fidsified ! 
A winner in thy loss as well as gain. 

Walter. Weighs love so much i 

Julia. What would you weigh 'gainst love. 
That's true i Tell me with what you'd turn the scale 
Yea, make the index water ? Wealth ? A feather ! 
Rank ? Tinsel against bullion in the balance ! 
The love of kindred ? That to set 'gainst love ! 
Friendship comes nearest to it ; but put it in, 
FViendship vrill kick the beam! Weigh nothioj 
'gainst it' 



n 
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Weigh love against the world ! 

Yet ore they happy that have naught to say to it. 

Waller. And sach a one art thou. Who wisely wod, 
Wed happily. The love thoa speak'st of 
A flower is only, that its season has, 
Which they must look to see the withering of. 
Who pleasure in its budding and its bloom ! 
But wisdom is the constant evergreen 
Which lives the whole year UuKNigh ! Be that your 
flower! 

EhUt a Servant. 
Well? 

Servant, My lord's secretary is without. 
He brings a letter for her ladyship, 
And craves admittance to her. 

WdUer, Show him in. 

Julia. No! 

We^ier, Thon must see him. To show slight to him 
Were slighting him that sent him. Show him in ! 

[Exit Servant. 
Some errand proper ibr thy private ear, 
Besides the letter, he may bring. What means 
This paleness and this trembling 7 Mark me, Julia ! 
If. fiom these nuptials, which thyself invited— 
Which, at thy seeking, came — thou would'st be freed. 
Thou host gone too fiir! Receding were disgrace; 
Sooner than see Ihee sufier which, the hearts 
That love thee most, would wirii iiiee dead ! Reflect ! 
Take thought! Collect thyself! With dignity ■ 
Receive thy bridegroom's messenger ! for sure 
As dawns to*morrow's sun, to-morrow night 
Sees thee a wedded bride ! [Exit Walter. 

JttKo. (iUofie.)^— A wedded bride ! 
Ifl't a dream f Is't a phantasm ? IHs 
Too horrible for reality ! for aught else 
Too palpable ! O would it were a dream ! 
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How would I bleflfi the sun that wak'd me from it ! 
( perish ! Like ■ome desperate mariner 
Impatient of a strange, and hostile land, 
Who rashly hoists his sail, and pats to sea, 
And being ftst on ree& and quicksands home. 
Essays in vain once more to make the land, 
Whence wind and current drive him, — ^I*m wxeek*d 
By mine own act! What! no escape? no hope? 
None ? I must e'en abide these hated nuptials ! 
Hated ! — Ay ! own it, and then curse thyself! 
That mad'st the bane thou loathest — for the love 
Thou bearest to one, who never can be thine ! 
Yes— love! Deceive thyself no longer. False 
To say 'tis pity for his &11^ — respect, 
Engender'd by a hollow world's disdain, 
Which hoots whom fickle fortune cheers no more ! 
*Tis none of these : 'tis love— and if not love. 
Why then idolatry ! Ay, that's the name 
To speak the broadest, deepest, strongest paaaion. 
That ever woman's heart was home away by ! 
He comes ! Thou'dst play the lady, — ^play it now ! 

Enter a Servant, conducting Cuffou>, jilaMy attir' 
edatthe EIarl of Rochdale's Secretorif. 

Servant His lordship's secretary. [Exit Seevant- 

Julia, Speaks he not? 
Or does he wait for orders to unibld 
His 'business ? Stopp'd his business till I spoke, 
I'd hold my peace forever! 

(Clifford Knedtt presenting a letter.) 

Does he kneel ? 

A lady am I to my heart's content ! 

Could he umnake me that which claims his knee, 

I'd kneel to him,-^I would! I would! — ^Your will? 

Clifford, This letter from my lord. 

Julia. fiite ! who speaks ? 
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Clifford. The secretary of my lord. 
Julia. I breathe! 
I could have sworn 'twas he ! 

{Makes an ejfort to look of kimi, but is unaJUe.) 

So lil^ the voice— 

I dare not look, lest there the form should ataiid ! 

How came he by that voice f Tis Clifibid's voice. 

If ever Clifisrd spoke ! My fears come back— 

Cliflbrd the secretary of my lord ! 

Fortune hath freaks, but none so mad as that ! 

It cannot be— it should not be !— a look. 

And all were set at rest. 

( Tries to look at kirn again, hut cannot.) 

So stroi^ my fears. 

Dread to confirm them takes away the power 

To try and end them !— Come the worst, Til look. . 

{She tries again ; and again ia unequal to the task,) 

I'd sink before him, if I met his eye ! 

Clifford. Will please your ladyship to take the letter 1 

Julia. There Clifibrd speaks again ! Not Clifibiti's 
heart 
(^ould more make Cliflbrd's voice ! Not CUflbrd*s tongue 
And lips more frame it into Cliflbrd's speech ! 
A question, and 'tis over ! Know I you 1 

Clifford. Reverse of fortune, lady, changes friends! 
It tdms them into strangers. What I am, 
I have not alwa3rs been ! 

Julia. Could 1 not name yon ? 

Clifford. If your distlain for one, periutps too bold 
When hollow fortune call'd him fiivourite,— 
Now by her fickleness perforce reduced 
To take an humble tone, would sufier you — 

Julia. I might ? 

Clifford. You might. 

JuUa. O aifibrd ! is it you? 

15* 
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Clifford. Your answer to my lord. {CHvet the letter.) 

JuUa. Your lord! (MeckamoaUy taking it) 

Clifford. WUt write it! 
Or, will it please jrou send a verbal one ? 
rilbeaiitfiiitlifully. 

JuHa. YoaH bear it f 

Clifford, Madam, 
Your pardon, bat my haste is somewhat urgent 
My lord's impatient, and to use dispatch 
Were his repeated orders. 

Julia. Orders? Well, 
ril read the letter, Sir. Tis right yoa mind 
His lordship's orders. They are paramount ! 
Nothing should supersede them ! — stand beside them ! 
They merit all your care, and have it ! Fit, 
Most fit they should ! Give me the letter, Sir. 

Clifford. You have it. Madam. 

Julia. So ! How poor a thing 
1 look ! so lost, while he is all himself! 
Have I no pride ? (She tingt, the Servant enters.) 
Paper, and pen and ink. * 
If he can freeze, 'tis time that I grow cold ! 
I'll read the letter. 

(Qpeju it, and hdd$ it at about to read iL) 
Mind his order! So! 

Quickly he fits his habits to his fiutunes! 
He serves my lord with all his yiiH ! His heart's 
In his vocation. So ! Is this the letter ? 
'TIS upside down — and hereFm poring on't! 
Most fit I let him see me pby the Ibol ! 
Shame. Let me be myself! 

(A ItemvAMT killers with tmUerialt for writing.) 
A taUe, Sir, 
And chair. 

(The Servant bringt a table and ckair, and goes out 
She $itt awhile tatandif gating on the le Uer f Hm 

lookt at CUFTOMD.) 
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How plainly shows his humble suit ! * 

It fits not him that wears it! I have wronged him! 
He can't be happy — does not look it! is not 
That eye which reads the ground is argoment 
Enough ! He loves me. There I let him stand. 
And I am sitting! 

(Ritett laku a chairs and ajqnrottches Clifford.) 

Pray you take a chair. (He bowt as acknowledging* 

and eieob'ati|g Ihe honour. She looks at kim awkSe.) 
Cliflbid, why don't you speak to me t-^{Ske weeps.) 

Cli/hrd. I trust 
You're happy. 

Jtdia. Happy ! Very, very happy ! 
You see I weep, I am so happy ! Tears 
Are signs, ywi know, of naught but happiness ! 
When first I saw you, little did 1 look 
To be so happy! Cliflbrd ! 

Clifford. Madam? 

Jvfia. Madam! 
I call thee Clifford* and thou call^st me madam ! 

Clifford. Such the address my duty stints me to. 
Thou art the wife elect of a proud Earl— 
Whose humble secretary sole, am L 

Julia. Most right ! I had ibigot! I thank you, Sir. 
For so reminding me ; and give you joy. 
That what, I see, had been a bwthen to you. 
Is fiurly off your hands. 

Clifford. A burthen to me ! 
Mean yon yourself? Are you that burthen, Julia ? 
Say that the sun's a burthen to the earth ! 
Say that the blood's a*burthen to the heart! 
Say health'a a burthen, peace^ contentment, joy. 
Fame, riches, honors ! every thing that man 
Desires, and gives the name of blessing to ! — 
E'en such a burthen, Julia were to me. 
Had fiirtune let me wear her. 
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Julia. (AddeJ) On the brink 
Of what a pcecipke Tin iianding ! Back I 
Back! while the feculty rrauuDf to do^t! 
A minute longer, not tbs whiiipool'i lelf 
More tore to tack thee down ! One efibit ! There I 

{She returns to her teat, recovers her 9dfyH»session,Utkt9 
up the letter^ and reads.) 

To wed to-morrow night ! Wed whom t A nan 

Whom I can never lore ! I •hoold before 

Have thoagfat of that. To-morrow night ! This hour 

To-morrow ! How I tremUe ! Haj^j banda 

To which my heart such fireeang welcome givei, 

Ab sendi an ague through me ! At what meam 

Will not the despemte matdi ! What'a honor's price ? 

Nor friends, nor bvers^ — ^no, nor life itself! 

Cliflbrd ! this moment, leave roe ! (Cufford retires 

up the stage out q/^ Julia's sight.) 
U he gone ! 

O docile lover I Do his raistreis* wish 
That went against his own ! Do it so soon !— * 
Ere well 'twas utter'd ! No good bye to her ! 
No word ! no look ! 'Twas best that so he went ! now i 
Alas, the strait of her, wlio owns that best. 
Which last she'd wish were done ! What's left me 
To* weep! To weep! {Leans her head upon her arm 
which rests tfpon the deski — ktr other arm hanging 
listless at her side, Clifford comes down ths stsgtt 
looks a moment at her, approaehtB her, and laud- 
ing, fakes her hand,) 
CUfford, My Julia ! 
Julia. Hera again, 
Up! up! By all thy hopes of heaven go hence! 
To stay's perdition to me ! Look you, CUfibrd ! 
Were there a grave where thou art kneeling now, 
rd walk inio't and be ineaith'd alive. 
Ere taint should touch my name! Should some one < 



And He tbM Imfinling lluu ! I.M go my hand '. 
Remember. .QlifEHd, I'm i jaoam'd tnde^ 
And lake ttf tin amy! Ilhaans ri(hl 
To claip my mat ! Jodgs yon n ^ooriy af me, — 
Ai ihink rU (oAr Ibk) my boooni. Sir ! 

(Sim tnaJafnmt Uai, qiuUitig lor mU.) 
Tn gtad yoa'TS forced me to reaped my*df— 
Yov'll God that I can da tal 

aifird. 1 w^ bold. 
Fvrgelfal of your itafion and my own- 
There mn a ^m» I hriri four hand nncbid '. 
Then waa a dme I might have claqied ytHir miit- 
I had SHgM dut time nai pa« and gene! 
1 pi^ yon paiden me! 

.Mia. (8^l«Mi.)IdaKi,CIiSi>rd. 

CUffird. 1 iball no man oeeod. 

Julia. Make lore of that 
PJD toBgar 11 it 111 Onm keep'il tby piMI 
ia hia lordihip'i howehald. Giva it ap! A day — 
Ad hour remain oM in ii! 

CUgbrd. Whecelbre! 

Jidia. Lire 
In tbs «raa bonae with me, and lanodier'it 
Put miiea, pat leaguea between ua! The wrae land 
SbouM OM conla^ lu. Oceana abuald diride ua— 
With banieia of coDalanl tenipeata — ench 
Aa marinen doiat not tempi ! OC^iSbrd! 
Raah im the act ao light Ihat gave me np. 
That ataDi a noman'a pride, and drove her mad — 
Tin in her phremy, ahe deatroyed her peace '. 
O, it waa taaUy dooe '. had you repMv'd — 
Eipoatolated.— had you reaaoo'd vASi me— 
Tried lo find out what wBi indeed my heart. — 
I mould havB ahown il — you'd hare ieen il. All 
Ifod been aa nanghl can ever be again '. 

Clifford. Lov'at thou me, Julia? 
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Julia. Dost thou ask me, Clifibni ? ■ 

Clifford. These nuptials may be shnnn'd^— 

Julia, With honour f 

Clifford. Yes. 

Julia. Theti take me ! Stop*-^hear me« and take Bie 
then! 
Lfet not thy passion be my counselltN' ! 
Deal with Ine, Clifford, as my brother. Be 
The jealous guardian of my spotless name! 
Scan thou my cause as 'twere thy sister's ! Let 
Thy scrutiny o'eriook no point of it,— 
Nor turn it over once« but many a time : 
That flaw, speck, yea^-Mhe shade of one,-->« soil* 
So slight, not one out of a thousand eyes 
Could find it out, — May not escape thee ; then 
$ay if these nuptials can be shunn'd with honour? 

Cli^ord. They can. 

Juiia. Then take me, Clifibrd ! ( They embrmce.} 

Waller.— (Entering.) Ha! What's this? 
Ha ! treason ! What ! my baronet that was, 
My secretary now ? Your servant, Sir ! 
Is't thus you do the pleasure of your lord. 
That for your service, feeds you, clothes you, pays you? 
Or tak'st thou but the name of his dependant f 
What's here? — a letter. Fifty crowns to one 
A forgery ! I'm wrong. It is bis hand. 
This prDves the douUe traitor. 

Clifford. Traitor! '5 

Julia* Noy, 
Controul thy WTath, good Master Walter! Do, — 
And ril persuade him to go hence. (Mastkr Waltek 

retires up the stage.) 1 see 
For me thou bearest this, and thank thee, Cliffuid ! 
As thou hast truly shown thy heart to me. 
So truly I to thee have open'd mine ? 
Time flies! To morrow! If thy love can find 
A way, such as thou said'st, ibr my enlargement. 
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By any means thou can*8t, apprise me of it, — 
And soon aa ihown, FU take it 

Waller, U he gone? 

Jidia. He is this momenl! If then oovefst me, 
Win me, and wear me ! May I tnut thee f Oh! 
If that's thy aool, thafs looking thro' tfaiqe eye, 
Thou loir'st me, and I may !-J sicken, lert 
I never see thee, more ! 

CHjford. As life is mine, 
The ring that on thy wedding finger goes. 
Ko hand but mine shall place there! 

Walter, gangers he ! 

JuUa, For my seike, now away ! and yet a word, 
By all thy hopes most dear, be tfoe to me ! 
Go now ! Yet stay ! Clifiord while yon are here, 
I'm like a bark diatress'd, and compassless, ' » 

That by a jtoaoon steers )tr-when you*re aw>y* 
That bark alone, and tossing miles at sea ! 
Now go ! Farewell I My oompa8»«nhsacoQ— riand ( 
When shall my eyes be blessed with thee again ? 

Clijford, Farov^ell! 

Julia. Art gone! All^ chance— vaU's care— call's 
darkness i-^ Ihledqfb^ MASTiot Waltir. 



ACT. V. 

Scene L^JLh Apartmeni in the Eaul of Kochsauk's. 
Enkr HsLEN and Fathom^ 

FoMom, The kiig and the short of it ia thi»-^Bhe 
Barries this Lord, she'll break her Yjnaui { I ynA^ yo4 
oonld see her, roadauL Bpor lady ! 

Hdvu. How looks she, If *ydiee f 

Fathom* Manytfcr all tfie woild like adfipping wet 
cambrio handkerohirf! 8^e has no colour aorstreoftU 
in her ; and doea QOthiofi bat ivaep-^<fOor Iffdy ! 



184 THE HUNCHBACK, 

Hden. Tell me again what amid ahe to tlMS-f 

Fathom, ^e ofiered me all she waa miatreM af to 
take the letter to Master Cliflbrd. She draw herpiWBe 
from her pocket — the ring from her finger— alia toek 
her very ear-rings out of her ears,— but I wm fir* 
bidden, and refused. And now I'm sorry fyt it! Poor 
lady! 

Helen. Thou should'st be sorry. Thou haafi a hard 
heart, Fathom. 

Fathom. I, madam! My heart is as soft aa a woomd's. 
Yon should have seen me when I came out of her 
chamber — poor lady ! 

Hden. IMd you cry ? 

Fathom. No ; but I was near it as powible. I a haid 
heart ! I would do any thing to serve her, poor, sweet 
lady! 

Hden. Will you take her letter, asks she you again ? 

Fathom. No— I am forbid. 

Helen- Will you help Master ClifTord to an inle^ 
view with her ? 

Fathom. No— Master Walter would find it out 

Hden. Will you contrive to get me into her cham- 
ber? 

Fathom. No—you would be sure to bring me into 
mischief. 

Helen. Go to ! You would do nothing to aerve her. 
You a soft heart ! You have no heart at all ! Yoo ftel 
not for her! 

Fathom. But I tell you 1 do — and good right I have 
to feel fot her. I have been in love myself. 
Helen. With your dinner! 

Fathom. I would it had been ! My pain would haie 
soon been over, and at little cost. A fortune I aqjosn- 
dered upon her! — ^trinkets— •trimmingB—tmtiiq;^' 
what swallowed up the revenue of a whda year! 
Wasn't I in love? Six months I oourte4 her, and. a 
dozen crowns, a\\ bulone^did I disburse fi>r herin ihst 



A PL4y, IN Ftys 4CT8. 185 

time ! Waip*t I in love ? An ho8tler-»a tapster-^*and a 
constaUe, CQurted t^er at the s^rae time, and 1 o^ered 
to cudgel tl^e whole tlM^ee of them for her ! Wiiap't 1 
in love r 

HeUtu You are % y^lian^ man, Fatl^m. 

Fatkoa^ Aoi mt I ? Walks not the earth th^ man I 
am afraid of! . 

Hden. Ffi%T ymi aot^^ater Wa}tef ^ • 

Fathom- No. 

Hden. You do. 

Fatkcm, I don'tr 

Helen. I'll prove it tQ yoq. You itee htn^ bfeaking 
your young n^istrett's heart Qnd have not the niiinhood 
to Htand by her. 

FafJiom- Wha( could I do fi>r her ? 

HeUn. Let her out of prison. It were the actQf 9. man. 

Fathom. Th.^X raon am \ ! 

Hden. Well said, brave Fathom ! 

Fa 'horn. But iqy place !rxr 

Helen. Til provide thee with a better aqe, 

Fathom. 'Tis a cgpiti^l place ! So little to da, and so 
much to get for*t. Sii^ pounds in the year ; two sails 
of livery; shoes aud stockings, and a f^n^ouy larder. 
He'd be a bold n^an that would put such 9 pl^oe in 
jeopardy. IVfy place, Maduin, my place / 

Helm. I tell thee I'll provide thee with a letter 
place. Thou shalt have less to do, and more to get 
Now, Fathom, has^ thou courage ^ st^i^d by th^ q|is- 
tress? 

Fathom. I have ! 

Helen. That's right. 

Fathom. I'll let my Iddy out. 

FMer Master Walter unperceived, 
/ieZen. That's right When, Fathom? 
Fathom. To night. 

Helen. She is to he married tQ night, 

16 
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Fathom, Thii evening then. Matter Walter ia r 
in the library, the key it on the oataide, and 1*11 li 
him in. 

I^en. Excellent! Youll do it ? 

Fathom, Rely upon it.^ How he'll atare when 
fimlfl himaelf a priioner, and my yoang lady at libe 

Heien. Moat excellent ! You'll be sure to do it ? 

Fathom. Depend upon me ! When Fathom nnderta 
a thingf he defies fire and water — 

wHter, {Coming forward.) — Faihom!^ 

Fathom, Sir! 

Walter. AHomble atraigfat the scrvantR. 

Fathom, Yea, Sir! 

Walter. Mind, 
And have them in the hall when I come down. 

F^hom. Yea, Sir! 

Waller. And see jrou do not stir a step. 
But where i order you. 

Fathom. Not an inch, Sir ! 

Walter. See that you don't,— -away ! So. my i 
mistress, [Elxit. Fath< 

What's this you have been plotting? An escape 
For mistress Julia? 

Hden. I avow it. 

Walter. Do you? 

Hekn. Yes: and moreover to your fare J tell yo 
Moat hardly do you use her. 

Walter. Verily! 

Helen, I wonder where's her spirit ? Had she mi 
She would not tak't so easily. Do yon mean 
To face this marriage on her ? 

Waller. With your leave. 

Helen. You laugh. 

Waller Without it then. I don't kmgh now. 

Helen. If I were she, Vd find a way to escape. 

Woflfr. What would you do? 

Helen. I'd leap out of the window! 
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Walter. Your window should be barr'd. 

Helen. i'U cheat you sUlIi 
I'd hang myself ere I'd be forced to marry ! 

Walter. Well said 1 yon ahall be married then, to- 
night 

Hden. Murried to-night! 

Waiter. As sure as I have said it 

Hden. Two words to &at Pray who*t to be my 
bridegroom ? 

Walter. A daughter's husband is her iather'a choice. 

Helen. My fiither's daughter ne'er shall wed such 
husband! 

Walier. Indeed! 

Helen. Vll pick a husband ior myselE 

Walter. Indeed! 

HeleTt. Indeed, Sir; and indeed again! 

Walter. Go dress you Ibr the marriage ceremony. 

Hden. But Master Walter, what is it you mean ? 

Enter Modus. 

Walter. Here comes your cousin ^— he shall be your 
bridesman ! 
The thought's a sudden one, — that will excuse 
Defect in your appointm^ents. A jdain dress,— 
So 'tis of white,-— will do. 

HeUm. I'll dress in black, 
ril quit the castle. 

Walter. That you shall not do. 
Its doors are guarded by my lord's domestics. 
It's avenues— ifs grounds : what yoa must do. 
Do with a good grace. In an hour, or less, 
Your father wiU 1>e here. Make up your miad • 
To take with thanfefiilness the man hm gives you. 
Now, {Aiide) if they find notout bow beat their hearts, 
I have no skill, not 1, ia feeling pulses. [Exit. 

Hden. Why, cousin Afodns! What! will you stand by 
And aee me £irced to muryl Cousin Modus, 
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Hove yoa not got a tongae ? Have yoa not eye»? 
Do you not see I'm very— very ill* 
And not a chair in all the coiridor? 

Modus. I'll find one in the sCiidy. 

Helen. Hang the study. 

Modus. My room's at hand. TU fetch one ibe»ce. 

Helen. You shan't ! 
ril drop ere you come bock! 

Modus. What shall I do ? 

Helen. Why don't you oflfer to support roe ? Wdl ! 
Give me your arm — be quick ! (Modus offers Ms cm 
Is that the way 

To lielp a lady when she's like to faint ? 
I'll drop unless you catch nie! (Modus supports ker.) 
That will do ; 
I'm better novi-^{ Modus offers to Uawe Aer)-»dOD 

leave me! Is one well 
Because one's better? Hold my hand. Keep aa. 
I'll soon recover so you move not. {Aside.) Loves h^ 
Which ril be sworn he does, he'll own it now. 
Well, cousin Modus ? 

Modus. Well i sweet cousin ? 

Helen. Well? 
You heard wrhat Master Walter aaid ? 

Modus, t did. 

I^len. And would you have me marty ? Can*! yc 
speak? 
Say yes or no. 

Modus. No, cousin. 

Helen. Bravely said f 
And why, my gallant coosiii ? 

Mhdus. Why? 

Hdem. Ah, why ? 
WooMn you know are fbad of reasons — why 
Would yoa not have me narry ? How you hbuh I 
Is it became 3^00 do not know the reason T 
Yon mind me of • tlory of • cousin 
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Who once her cousin such a question asked. 
lie had not been to college Iho'— for books, 
Had pass'd his time in reading ladies* ^yee, 
^Whiph he could construe narvellously well, 
Tho' writ in language all symbolical. 
Thus stood ^ley once together, on a day-— 
As we stand now-— discoursed as we discourse, — 
But with this difference, — ^fifty gentle words 
He spoke to her, for one she spoke to him V— 
What a dear «ousin! well, as 1 did say, 
As now f questicmed thee, she questioned him. 
And what was his reply f To thiok of it 
8eta my heart beating — *twas so kind a one ! 
So like a cousin's answer— a dear cousin ! 
A gentle, honest, gallant, loving cousin ! 
What did he say ? A man might find it out. 
Though never read he Ovid's Art of Love. 
What did he say ? He'd marry her himself. 
How stupid are you, cousis ! Let me go! 

Modus. You are not well yetl , 

Hden. Yes, 

Modus. I'm sure you're net ? ^ 

Hdeti. I'm sure I am. 

Modus, Nay« leX me hold you, cousin! 
I like it. 

Helen. Do you f I would wager you 
You could not tell me why you like it. Well ? 
You see how true I know you : How you stare ! 
What see jrou in my face to wonder al 7 

Modus. A pair of eyes! 

Helen. (Aside.) At last he*ll find his tongue. — 
And saw you iie*er a pair of eyes before 1 

Modus. Not such a pair. 

Hden. And why ? 

Modus. Tkey are so bright! 
You have a Grecian nose. 

Hden. Indeed! 

16* 
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Modus. Indeed! 

Helen, What kind of inoath have I ? 

Modus. A handsome one. 
I never saw so sweet a pair of lips ! 
I ne'er saw lips at all, till now, dear cousin ! 

Hden, Cousin, I'm well— ^yoa need not hold me now. 
Do you not hear ! I tell yoa I am well ! 
I need your arm no longer — take't away I 
So tight it kicks me, 'tis with pain I breathe ! 
Let me go, cousin ! VVliereibre do you hold 
Your face so close to mine ? What do you mean ? 

Modus. You've iquestioned me, and now I'll Question 
yon. 

Helen. What would 3^011 leam 7 

Modus. The use of lips. 

Helen. To speak. 

Modus. Naught else ? 

Helen. (Aside.) How bold my modest bousin grews t 
Why, other use know you ? 

Modus. I do! 

Hden. Indeed! 
You're wondrous wise? And pray what is it? 

Modus. This ! — (Attempts to Uss her.) 

Hden. Soft ! My hand thanks yoo, cousin — lor my 
lips 
I keep them for a husband !-^Nay, stand off! 
I'll not be held in manacles again ! 
Why do you follow mef 

Modus. I love yon, cousin ! 

Helen. O cousin, say you so ! That'spassing slriBf*^! 
Falls out most crossly — is a dire mishap— 
A thing to sigh ibr, weep lor, languish (or, 
And die for ! 

Modus, Die ibr! 

Hden. Yes, with laugfaftr, oonrin ! 
For truly I love yoa. 

Modui. And you'll be mine. 
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Helen. I will. 

Modus. Your hand upon it. 

Helen. Hand and heart. 
Hie to the dressing-room, and HI to mine— • 
Attire {hee for the altar — bo will I. 
Whoever may claim me, thou*rt the man shall have me. 
Away ! Despatch ! but hark yovLf ere yon go, 
Ne'er brag of reading Ovid's Art of live i 

Modus. And cousin! stop— one little word with' you ! 

{She returns, he snatches a kiss.) 

[Exeunt severally. 

Scene H. — Julians ChaihJber. 

.Enter Jvua, 

Julia. No word fh>m him, and evening now set in ? 
Ue cannot play me falto ! His messenger 
Is dogged — or letter intercepted. Fm 
Beset with spies ! No rescue !— >ik> escape !•— 
The hour at hand that brings my bridegroom home ! 
No relative to aid me I Friend to counsel me ! 

(A knock at the door.) 
Come In. 

Enter TSoo Fehalk Attendants. 

Your will ? 

First Attendant. Your toilet waits, my lady^ 
Tis time you dress. 

JuUa. 'Tis time I die! (Aped of heUs.) What'i that? 

First Attendant Your wedcling bells, my lady. 

JuUa. Merrily 
They rin^ my knell! 

{Second Attendant presents an open omb.) 

And pray yoo what are theae ? 
Second Attendant Your wedding jewebu 
Julia. Set them hy. 
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Second Attendant, Indeed. 
Was ne*er a braver set ! A necklace, broach, 
And ear-rings all of brilliants, — with a hoop. 
To guard your wedding ring. 

JuUa. 'Twould need a guard 
That lacks a heart to keep it ! 

Second AttendanL Here's a heart 
Suspended from a necklace— one huge diamond 
Imbedded in a host of smaller ones! 
Oh ! how it sparkles ! 

Julia. Show it me ! Bright heart. 
Thy lustre, should I wear thee, will be false, — 
For thou the emblem art of love and truth — 
From her that wears thee unto him that gives tfaee 
Back to thy case ! Better thou ne'er should'st leave it^- 
Better thy gems, a thousand fathoms deep 
In their native mine again, than grace my neck. 
And lend thy fair face to palm off a lie ! 

First Attendant Wilt please you dress ? 

Jvlia, Ay! in infected clothes 
New fipom a pest-house ! l/oave me ! If I dress, 
ril dress alone. 01 for a. friend ! Time gallops ! 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

He that should guard me is mine enemy ! 
Constrains me to abide the &tal die. 
My rashness, not my reason cast ! He comes. 
That will exact the forfeit! Must I pay it ? 
E'en at the cost of utter bankruptcy ! 
What's to be done ? Pronounce the vow that parts 
My body fhim my soul ! To what it loathes 
Links that, while this is link'd to what it loves ! ' 
Condemn'd to such perdition ! What's to be done! 
Stand at the altar in an hoar fh>m this I 
An hour thence seated at his boardf--« wife ! 
Thence!— phremy'a in the thought! What's to be 
done? 



A PLAY, m PiyE ACTS. 193 

Enier Master Walter. 

Walier. What' ran the waves so high! Not ready yeU 
Your lord will sooti be here ! The guests collect. 

Mia. Show me some ynj to 'scape thes^ nuptials ! 
Doit! 
Some opening for avoidance or escape,*-^ 
Or, to thy charge, I'll lay a Inoken heart ! 
It may be, broken vows, and blasted honour ! 
Or else a mind distraught ! 

Waber. What's this ? 

Jtdia, The strait 
I'm &Ilen into my patience cannot bear ! « 
It frights my reason — ^warps my sense of virtue ! 
Religion ! changes me into a thing, 
I look at with abhorring ! 

Walter. Listen to me ! 

Julia. Listen to me, and heed me ! If this contract' 
Thou hold'st me to — abide thou the result ! 
Answer to heaven for whstt I suffer! — act! 
Prepare thyself for such calamity 
To foil on me, atfd those whose evil stars 
Have link'd them with me, as no past mishap. 
However rare, and marvellously sad. 
Can parallel ! Ley thy account to live 
A sinless lifo, die anunpitied death — 
Abhorr'd, abandoned of thy kind,-— as one 
Who had the guarding of a young maid's peacer* 
Look'd on and saw her rashly peril it ; 
And when she saw her danger, and confess'd 
Her fault, oompell'd her to complete her ruhi ? 

Walter. Hast done 7 

JuUa. Another moment, and Thave. 
Be wam*d! Beware how you abandon me 
To myself! I'm young, rarii, inexperienc'd ! tempted 
By most insutforahle misery ! 
Bold, desperate ! reckless ! Thou hast age. 
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Experience, wisdom, and oollectedness,— 

Power, freedomr-^veiy thing that I have not. 

Yet want, at nooe are wanted ! Tbou can'st save me. 

Thou ought'ft! thou mnat! 1 tall thae at his feet 

I'll fkil a cone— %i« moont his bridal bad ! 

So choose betwixt mj rescaa and my grave : — 

And quickly too! — ^Tlia boor of sacrifice 

Is near ! Anon the immolatiag priest 

Will suroraom me! Devise soma speedy means 

To cheat the altar of its victim. Do it ! 

Nor leave the task to me ! 

WttUer. Hast done? 

Jidia, I have. 

Walter, Then list to nrn and silently, if not 
With patience. 

(Bringi chairifor Idmsdf anS her.) 

How I watch'd thee i^om thy childhood, 

I'll not recall to thee. Thy father's wisdom — 

Whose humble instrument I was-^irected 

Yoiu* nonage should be pass'd in privacy^ — 

From your apt mind, that far outstrip'd your yean. 

Fearing the taint of an infected world ^— 

For, in the rich ground, weeds once taking roof. 

Grow strong as flowen. He might be right or wrong I 

I thought him right ; and therefore did his bidding. 

Most certainly he Iov*d jrou— so did I ; 

Ay ! well as I bed bean myself jrour &ther I 

{HU hand is retting tgpon hie knee, Julia attempU to 
take it — he viithdrawt i t lo okt at her — she hangs 
her head.) 

Well ; you may take my hand ! I need not say 
How ftst you grew in knowledge, and in goQdness,«> 
That hope could scarce aigoy its giMen dreams 
So soon fhlfflment realiiad tfaam idl ! 
Enough. Yoo otne to womanhood. Yoor heart. 
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Pnre as the leaf of the consonimate bud. 
That's new-unfolded to the smiling sun. 
And ne'er knew blight nor canker! 

(Julia ottempfo to place her other hand on his shoulder 
— A« leems from her '4ooks at her-^she hangs her 
head c^aiTi.) 

Put it there ! 

Where left 1 off? I know ! When a good woman 

Is fitly mated, the grows doubly good 

How good so'er befbra ! I found the man 

I thought a match fi)r thee ; and, as soon as found, 

Propps'd him to thee. Twas your lather's will, 

Occasion offering, you should be married 

Soon as you reach'd to womanhood. — ^Tou lik'd 

My choice— accepted him*'— We came to town , 

Where, by imptnWt matter summon'd thence, 

I left you an affianc'd bride ! 

JuUa. You did ! 
Yon did ! 

{Leans her head t^xm her handt and weeps.) 

Walier. Nay, check thy teara! Let judgment now, 
Not passion, be awake. On my return, 
I fornid thee— what f 111 not deecribe the thing 
I found thep then ! Til not describe my pangs 
To see thee raeh a thing! The engineer 
Who lays the last stone of his sea-built tower, 
It coet him yean and yean of toil to raise^^— 
And, smiling at it, tells the winds and waves 
To roar and whistle now— but, in a night, 
Beholds the tempest sporting in its plaoe— i 
May look aghast as I did ! 

Juiia* {FidUng en her ibiee<.>— P^on roe ! 
Forgive roe ! pity me ! 

Walter. Resume tfay seat.— (Raises her.) 
1 pity thee ; perhapa not thee alone 
It fits to sue for pardon. 
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Julia, Me alone ! 
None other ! 

Walter. Bat to viadictta mywU; 
I name thy lover*i itein desertion of thee. 
What waft thou then with wounded pride ? A thing 
To leap into a torrent ! Throw itself 
From a precipice ! Rush into fire ! I saw 
Thy madness knew to thwart it were to chafe it— 
And humored it to take that course, I thought, 
Adopted, least *twould rue ! 

JuUa, 'Twas wisely done. 

Walier, At leait 'twas for the best ! 

Jidku To blame thee ibr it. 
Was adding shame to shame ! But, Master Walter * 
These nuptials ! — must they needs go on ? 

Ea$er Suvakt. 

SertaaU More guests 
Arrive. 

Walter. Attend to them. [Exit Servant. 

Julio. Dear Msster Walter! 
Is there no way to escape these nuptials 7 

Walter. Know'stnot 
\Vhat with these nuptials oomes ? Haat thou forgot f 

Julia. What? 

Walter. Nothing!— I did tell thee of a thing. 

Julia. What was it? 

Walter. To fiirget it was a iault ! 
Look back and think. 

Jitliuf I can't remember it 

Walter. {Aside.) Fathers* make straws your chil* 
dren ! — Nature^s nothing! 
Blood, nothing! Once in other veins it runs. 
It no more yeameth for the parent fltxid. 
Than doth the stream that firoro the stream disparts. 
Talk not of love instinctive— >wliat you call so. 
Is but the brat of custom ! your own flesh 
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By habit only cleaves to you — without, 
Hadi no adhesion! — So, you have fc»got 
You have a &ther» and are heie to meet him ! 

JWo. Ill not deny it. 

^%dUr. You should blurii.fMr*t 

MkL No! 
No! no ! dear Blaster Walter!' wbafs a>fiither 
That you've not been to. me? Nay, turn not irom me. 
For at the name a holy awe I own, * 
That now almost incUnea my knee to earth! 
But thou to me except a ftther's name. 
Hast all the &tber been : the care— -the leve — 
The guidance— -the protection of a fiither* 
Can*st wonder then, if like thy child I feel, 
And feelingp'so^ the fiither's daim forget 
Whom ne'er I knew, save by the name of. father ? 
Oh turn to me» and do not chide me r or ■ 
If thou wilt chide, chide on ! but turn to«me! 
Waller. (Struggling with emolum. )-^My Julia! 

XJEmbracet her.) 

JuUa, Now, dear Master Walter, hoar me ! 
Is there no way to 'scape these nuptials ? 

WaUer. Julia, 
A promise made, admits not of release, 
Save fagr consent or fiirfaituce of those 
Who bold it — so it should be ponder'd well 
Beibre we let it go.^-— '£re man should say . 
I broke the wond I had thorpower to keep, 
rd lose the life I have the power ti^>part witb! 
Bemember, Julia, thou and 1 to-day. 
Must to thy fiuher of thy training render 
A^strict account. While honour's leftMo us. 
We have something-*nothiog, having all but that ! 
Now for thy last act of obedience, Julia ! 
Present thyself before thy bridenoom ! — (She as«>n/«.) 
ikMMir 

IT 
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My Julia's now herself I Show him thy heart, 
And to his honour leav't to set thee fi«e. 
Or hold thee bound. Thy &ther will be by I 

[JSceiml MevenUf. 

ScEta Oh^Tke Banf^edng Room. 

Enier Master J^altke .onJ Mabtkk Heartwxll. 

HearlwdL Thanki, Marter Waltor ! Ne'er was child 
more bent 
To do her father's will, yoa'll owii» than anna : 
Yet never one more fiowaid. 

Walter. All rons fiui^— 
Fair may all end 1 To-day yonll leam the cauae 
That took me out of town. BnC aoft awhile. 
Here comes the bridegroom, with hia fneiid% and here 
The all-obedient bride. 

Enter on one kand, Julia; and on ike other. Lord Roch- 
dale, with Lord Tinbu. and Fribndb,— q/JCeraoor^ 
Clifford. 

Rocftdak, Is she not frirf 

Tinael She'll do. Your servant, lady! Master 
Walter 
We're glad to see yoo. Sirs, you're welcome all .' 
Whar wait they for f Are we to wed or not 7 
We're ready"why don't they prvsent the bride ! 
I hope they know she is to wed an JSarL 

Rochdale, Should I (peak first! 

Tined, Not for yoar coronet ! 
I, as your friend, may make the first advancei 
We've come here to be married. Where's the bride f 

Waber. There stands she. Lord ; if 'tia her wHI to 
wed, 
His loidship'k free to take her. 

TineeL Notaatepl 
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I, as your friend, may lead her to your lordship. 
Fair lady, by your leave. 

Julia. No ! not to you. 

Tinad, I ask your hand to give it to hit lordship. 

Jic2ta. Nor lo his lordship— save he will accept 
My hand without my heart I but FU present 
My knee to him, and, by its loOy rank, 
Implore him now to do a lofty deed 
Will lift its stately head above his rank,-^ 
Assert him nobler yet in worth than name,— 
And, in the place of an unwilling bride. 
Unto a willing debtor make him lord, — 
Whose thanks shall be his vassals, night and day. 
That still shall wait upon him 1 

TinteL What means this ? 

Juito. What is't behooves a wife to bring her lord ? 

WaiUer. A whole heart, and a true one. 

Julia. I have none ! 
Not half a heart-— the fraction of a heart 
Am I a woman it befits to wed ? 

WaUer. Why, where*s thy heart ? 

Julia. Qone-<-^out of my keeping ! 
Lost'— past recovery ! right and title to itF— 
And all given up ! and he that's owner oTt, 
80 fit to wear it, were it fifly hearts, 
I'd give it to him all ! 

Wcdier. Thou dost not mean 
His lordship's secretary ? 

Julia. Yes. Away 
Disguises I In that secretary know 
The master of the heart, of which, the poor, 
Unvalued, empty casket, at your feet^ — 
Its jewel gone, — ^I now despairing throw! {Kntd$.) 
Of his lord's bride he's lord ! lord paramount ! 
To whom her virgin homage first she paid^— 
'Gainst whom rebell'd in frowardness alone, ' 
Nor knew herself how loyal to him, till 
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Another clalmM her duty— then awoke 

To eeme of all the ow*d him — all hk worth— 

AiA all her undeaervingi ! 

^nuA Lady, we come not here to treat of hearti^ — 
Bot taarriage; which, ao pleaae yon, k widi ua 
A aimple joining, by the prieat, of handa. 
A ring*! put on ; a pra3rer or two' ia aaid ; 
You're roan and wifi^— and notUng more! For hetrtt, 
W« oft'ner 'do without than widi them, lady ! 

Clifford, -So doea not wed thii kdy. 

TiwieL Who are yonf 

CUJford. rm Becretary to the'E«tfl of Rochdale. 

TUud, My lord! 

Rochdale. I know him not 

TifueL I know him now ! 
Your lorddup*! rival ] Once Sir Thomaa Cliflbitf. 

Clifford. Yea, and the bridegroom of that lady then. 
Then lov*d her — loves her itill ! 

JuUa. Waa lov'd by her— 
Tho* then the knew it notl-^ia lovM by her 
As now [Hie knows, and nil the world may know ! 

Tinad. We cant be langh'd at We are here to wed. 
And shall fulfil our contract 

JttKo, Cliflbid ! Z;''^ 

CUfford. Julia'! 
You will not give yotu hand f 

{A pause — Juui'Mfiu vHtaiy Zott) 

WaUer. You have forgot 
Again. You have « ftfUwr! 

Julia. ^3ring lum nowr— 
To see thy Jidia justily thy training. 
And layher life down to redeem her word ! 

Walter. And-aa redeema her all ! Is it yoor will 
My Lord.these nuptials ahovld go on f 

RodyUk. Itia. 

WaUar, Then it is mine Ihey atop! 
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Tinsd. I told your lordship 
You should no! keep a Hunchback for your agwl. 

Waller. Thought like my father, my good lord, whMiid 
He would not have a Hunchback fi>r his md/— 
80 do I pardon you the savage slight ! . 
My lord, that I am not as straight as yon, 
Was Uemish neither of my thought nor will. 
My head nor heart It was no act of mine,— 
Yet did it turdle naturals kindly milk 
E'en where 'ti» richest-— 4n a parent's breast- 
To oast me out to heartless fosterage. 
Not heartless always, as it piov'd — and give 
My portion to another ! the same blood — 
But rU be sworn, in vein, my lord, and soul, — 
Although his trunk did swerve no x4ore than youn-— 
Not half so straight as I. 

T\nteL Upon my life 
Yon*ve got a modest agent, Rochdale ! Now 
He'll provehimself descended— mark ipay word»— 
From some small gentleman ! 

Walter. And so you thought. 
Where nature played the churl, it would be fit, 
That fortune played it toa You would have had 
My lord absolve me <tf my agency I 
Fair lord, the flaw did cost me fi% time»— 
A hundred times ny agency . — but all's 
Recovered. Look, my lord, a testament 
To make a penuon of his lordship's rent loU ! 
It is my fiither's, and was left by him, 
In case his heir shoald die without a son, 
Then to be opened. Heaven did send a son 
To bless the heir. Heaven took its gift away. 
He died — his father died. And Master Walter— - 
The unsightly agent of his lordship there— 
The Hunchback whom your lordship would have 

stripped 
Of his agency^— is now the Eail of lUx^biii^A\ 

17* 
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TitueL We've made a small miatake here. Never 
mind, 
Tii nothing in a brd. 

Jnfio. 'The Earl of Rochdale I 

Walter. Afid#hatofthatf Thou know*!! not half 
my-greatneaa 
A prouder title, Julia, havel ycit 
Sooner ihan part with which Vd give that up. 
And be again plain Master Walter. What ! 
Dost thou not apprehend met Yes, thoa dost ! 
Command thyself^flon't gasp ! My pupil— daughter ! 
Come to ihy father*s1ieart! (JuiLia rudies tnto ku armi.) 

Enter Fathom. 

Fathom, Thievery ! Elopemen t «■ e s ca pe-— arrert ! 

Walter. What's the matter f 

Fathom. Mistress Helen is running away with Mas- 
ter ModiB.-^Master Modus is running away with Mis- 
tress Helen-^but weliave caaght them, secured them, 
and here they come, to receive the reward of their me- 
rits. 

Emter Hblxn ami Modub, foRawed by Solvants. 

Hden I'll ne'er wed man, if notmy oouain Modus- 

Modus. Nor woman I, save cousin Helen's she. 

Walter, (to Mastke Hkabtwell.) A daughter have 
you, and a nephew too. 
Without their match in duty ! Let them marry. 
For you, Sir, who to-day have lost an earldom, 
Yet would have shared that earldom with my child— 
My only one— content yourself with prospect 
Of the soceesskM— it most fidl to you. 
And fit yourself to grace iL Ape not tboae 
Who rank by pride. The man of simplest beaiing 
is yet a hud, when he's a lord in deed! 

TinmL The paradox is obsolete. Ne'er heed ! 
Leun AoB Us book, and pnictiae out of niiie ! 
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Walter. Sir Thomas Clifford, take my daughter's 
hand ! — 
If now you know the master of her heart ! 
Give it my Julia ! You shall know anon, 
How jealousy of my misHshapen bock, • 
Made me mistrustful of a chiid's aflbctions — 
Although I Won a wife's— «o that I dropped 
The title of thy fiither, lest thy duty 
Should pay the debt, thy love could solve alone. 
All Uiis, and more, that to thy fHends and thee 
Pertains, at fitting time thou shalt be told. 
Bat now thy nuptials wait— 4he happy close 
Of thy hard trial — wholesome, though severe ! 
The world won't cheat thee now — thy heart is proved: ^^ ^, 
Thou know'st thy ptece by finding out its bane, % 

And ne'er wilt act fiom reckless impulse more. , 



END OF THE PLAT. 
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OR, THC 

AMERICAN SEA SERPENT, 
A Mythological^ Aquatic, Equettrian, Burluqve Bmielta, 

•llf OKB ACT, 

FOUNDED ON AN AMERICAN TALE. 

Am pMfanMd tt lb« WalBstStiwI TkMtit, FkilaMptiia. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

IMMORTALS. 

Neptune, Captain of the Ocecpi - Mr. J. M. Biowii. 
Triton, his First Lieutenant • - - Mr. SchinottL 
Triton of the Minnows, or Middies, Mr. Fenner. 

Amphitrite, the CapUdn^s Letdy, Mtn. F. Brown. 

Minerva Miss Chamock. 

. Venus Mist Mary Doffi 

Nereides, a r^iE soinpZ; of <Ae sitterktod, to 4Xipedt Ln- 

dies toko (mirtbiU dictu !) candidly owned to being 

FIFTY, Mesdames Thompson, Pearce, Ruth, &c. Ac. 
Ut sunt divorum. Mart, Bacchus, Apollo, and a shoal 

of Tritons and other Odd Fish, by the rest of ibe 

company. 

MORTALS. 

Cepheus, King of Ethiopia^ a very ' 

VAiE JtfonorcAt conndering - • Mr. W. SeCbn. 

Phineus, hishrothert in love toiih An- 
dromeda Mr. Lewellen. 

Perseus, Son of JvpiUr and Dana, 
ditto with ditto, Mit. Kent 

Attendant Mv^TlKNfpnii. 

Catsrope, the fair Queen of Ethiopia, Miss Doff 

Andromeda, Daughter of Cepheui 
and Castiopey bound to her Vnde, 
and CHAINED to a rock, bid at- 
tached to Perseus .... Blrs. Thorne. 

The Great American Sea Serpent,a ^ 
Yankee Doodle come to Toieii— 
^Half man,** with a SEk'gar in his 
mouih^^' Hdf Horse.*iwith an { ^ j^^ ^^^ 
^ Azure mans,'* and **Half Alh- * ««•««. 

gator, with an endless tale, a no- 
H»e qfhoisa Idani, and in lave 
wiOi NAN4ucket ^ 

Pegisos. by a rial pont--^* Anspiee Weeks.^ 
Phesti of Jupiter, Soldien, ^. 
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PROORAUMX OF THE SCEN'EKY. 

THE MARINE VILLA OF NEPTUN^:. 

** Wbtra Uw water tpiriH roT*. 
]BtlM**dMp.(!aepMi» 

Fapular Jnmiean BaUad. 

HALL IN THE PALACE OF KING CEPHEUS* 



** Oh, tot a BOfM wiib wnirt." 



'Oh, 

Fig Tree Courts Temple of Jupiter ^mmofi, 

WITH ▲ DROP Of THK ** DBEF, DEEP 8XA." 

•* Watar parted from tha ina. 
To the Ma agaia willrove." 

Dr. itnu. 

COAST OF ETHIOPIA, AN INSULATED ROCK. 

IN .THE **DEEP, DEEP 8BA." 

Reicueef Andromeda from the Sea Serpent, 

BT PERSEUS. 
** WtNra leotehM th» Make, not killM H.^SMupmrt. 

MARBLE GROUP» FROM THE ANTIQUE. 

Annual (hneral Meeting af ihe Gods and Ooddesees, 

"JOVE IN THE CHAIR." 

AND AX IMD or SVBRT TBIXO, KXOKPT TBI SKA •BRPBMTi 



The SiA-nery by Mr. W. Riusell Smith — the 
Weeds hy Mn. Taylor, the TaUoreas, and asnstBnti 
•—the Marine Stores by Watson — the Sea Serpent 
made by Mr. John TATLK>r — ^the Water Machinri 
by Mr. LANi>*er»— -the Sea breezes and other airs, 
BEA-lected by the authors, and arranged by Mr. John 
Clraiens. 

In the Overture is introduced Binders celebrated 
•• Water Piece." 



[The ptfC4^ *n§fiim^6 ^rnm the popnlur Rulhul of ibo D^ep, 
J)m>p ^:i, wrtiteu b/ H\m* Gould, of Newbu y|iori, Matsa- 
ciiusettsj 



THE DEEP, DEEP SEA; 

OR, THE 

AMERICAN SEA SERPENT., 



Scene I. — Sub-marine Villa of Neplune; toitli a notion 

ofUlvt Ocean. '''*^. 

Neptunk discooered asleep— 'Trilont, ^c. in attendance* 
The four Winds, Boreae, Auttett Eunes, and Cor us, 
blowing great guns in Uiefour corners <^ the stage. 

Ct)i>ru4 of TRiTOJNtr-Air, ** Peacsful sUunbtringC* 4 c. 

Pf8C(*ful, siiimberifig in the ocean, 

N«(t liiti nap in taking nigb; 
CeMfs ye winds, your rude eoinzuotion, 

Willie we sing his lullaby ! 
l^ullaby— lullaby, &c. 

Neplune (flwakening.) Avast — belay t^re! stDwjrour 
jawing gear, 
Ye noisy swabs ! Is that the way you steer clear \ 
Shiver my timbers! faa*n*t 1 just tain'd in, 
And must I be disturbed by all this din? 
Just at< my wife, and every mover's daughter. 
Of all the babbling crafl that haunt salt water, . 
Have borne up for the straits of Babelmandel, 
And gone ashore, to sip tea, and talk scandal. 
And 1 had hoped to get a moment's quiet, 
You must be moking this inftnlBl riot. 

18 
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Triton. It ar'n't our making, an y(mt honor pleasea; 
it's them there winds that kick up these here 6reoei; 
They blows all ways at once, and never ceases: ^..^i 
And 80 we thought with our squalU to drown <^M|A 

J^. Main-top! ^* 

Boreas. Ay, ay, sir! 

Nep. Stop that noisy mirth t 
And when you see your captain in his birth, 
Don't bother him to death in that rough-slang way, 
Or you shall have a dozen at the gangway; 
So now to sleep again.-^Lieutenant Triton ! 

TYUon. Your honor! 

Nep. You are what I call a tigM *un ,* 
Tou take the watch«— I want a cosy snore ; 
CaU me when I call you, and not before. 

Solo— >NsPTi7iiK— Air, ** 7^ tfciep, de»p S—,*' 
A qulei nap I love, 
When my wife's gone out to lea. 
With Morpheus band and glove, 
fa the deep, deep sea. 
For repof>e she's made so rare, 
In the cabin of ibe deep, 
That my nl^bt cap, I (teclare, 
I had better sell ibaii keep. 
DnnU you think it's rather hard. 
That the king of ocean's tide. 
From rest sboald \m debarred 
By bis chattering, clattering bridal 
A quiet nap I love, Ate. 

In peace how can one dwell, 
In this world of liquid brin«>. 
When wne has a diving4eUs 
With a clapper load as ihiue. 
fay you lore me: that 1*11 prove 
Fib as great as e'er was told ; 
It ean'f be— since yo«. my love, 
Do nnthins all day hut scold. 
Ob, a q-ilPt nap I love, Ate. 

TriUm, Fast as a church.— -Yoq heard> lads, what 
he said; 
Now, no palavep— let him be obey'd: 
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Our captain 'v a good 'un, in the main — 
So dun't yon make that thund'ring row again. 
Boreas, A strange sail on the weather bow ! 
*fKfoii. HoUoah! 

Mi the glass forward ! — ^A strange sail ! Why, no : 
As sure as Neptune's nKmarch of the seas, 
The Araphitrite and Nereides ! 
Ay ! the whole fifty sail ! brig, sloop and smack— 
Which of you winds have blown 'em so suon tiack f 

(Mutic.) Enter Ampbitritb and Nereides. 

AmpLand aU (ha women. Help! murder! help! 

Nep. {starting up.) Again this ouned clatter ; 
Hey-day, my wife retum'd! why, what's the matter? 

Amp/e. The jade! the minx! the oreatort! to 
endeavour— -i'i* 

Oh, ladies? did you ever? ^ 

All Ike Nereides. No, we noTer ! 

Nep. What ails the women— have they lost their 
wits? 

Amph, Bring my rook salts — ^I'm going into fits ! 

(Foin^^— Nereides surround her.) 

Nep. Haul off, and give her sea-ioom— don't cniwd 
n>und her; 
She'll right with the flood-tide : I've often found her 
As queer as this, when she's been out to poitaei ; 
I'll fire a shot shall bring her to, my hearties. 
What cheer, bo ! 

(Bawling through tpeaking ttwnpel al her.) 

ilmpft. (stariing.) Ugh ! you sea^braie---^' What 
cheer!" 
I've been abased, insulted, sir — d'ye hear! 
I and these ladies, and your sister Juno. 
1 don't know what you'll si^— bat this I do know, 
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If you havo got the spirit of a moiue, 
You will revenge this insult on oar house. 

Nep. Revenge ! but who's affronted you, and bow ? 
Crack on at once, and tell us what's the row. 

(Concerted Piece— Air Cfirom »h*» Barbrr orS<;vUIe) • ^ir^ tktn 

soldiers .** 

Amph ?ir, thai creaMire hns abused me ; 

IJke a very Ant she's ased Me. 

hike a dog— like a dog. 

Like, a vpiy dt^it she's used me. 
\8t J^erciJ.. ..Uueen Caasiopti's ihe cause, ^ir, 

Of this not and this noise, sir. 
2^h«*s the caufle. &.c 
Trito* While together ihufl they chatter, - 

Who can te'l what is the niatler? 
Who ran tell, &e. 
2d AVreiii. ..Sir, that que»n, so pert and flifbty, 

:koft'*d nt us and Anpbitrire. 
Scoff 'd at us, lie. 
Jll the rest.. Pray, sir, must <we be tha*i slighted? 

Won*t yon see your subjects righted? 
Won't you sre. &e. 
Jfep Silence ! I hear ye ! 

Are you tlp«>? are yon ilpty? 

Peace, you i^psy I Peace, I say. 
Tri'en. ...... .t>nre sDe*s tipsy ! Pilence, pray. 

Jlmph.. .# . . ..Am 1 tipsy, ladies, e^^ 

Ml What conAulon ! With the dinning. 

Round the giddy wavns are spinning ; 

No one ending, all beginning, 

Oceau's self in riamor drown*d * 

Ampk. Well, then, you know, we went out to drink 
tea, 
With Kthiopia's qneen, Cassiope ; 
And naught occurred to roai* our recreation. 
Until, by accident, the conversation • 
Tum'd on beauty — when that swarthy creature 
Dared to compare herself, in fi>nn aixi feature. 
To Juno, and the Nereides— -compare her 
Self, did I say — she vow'd that she waa fiiirer, 
t airer than us, or the great queen of Jove, 
The ox-eyed Juno ! 
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Hep' Well-^what then, my love ? 

Amph. What then! — O Geinini ! he aays, iwhat then ! 
Why what the deuce haa come to all the men ? 
HiTO you no gall— no spirit ? Hear your wife 
And liater thoa defitmed f 

Ikp. My preeious life» 
What woald you have ne do ? If Jono fliei oat, '\ 
As she is wont; she'll tear die woinen'a eyea out; 
And there's an edld of that 

Aii^. Indeed! D'ye think 
I couldn't have done that myself f Don't wink 
At your aearhags there ! Don't make me your jest ; 
But give roe vengeance! Vengeance, sir. Yqia'd best, 
Or I will make the sea too hot to hold you. 
And then you'll wish you'd acted as I told you. 

Nep, Well, well, be calm. Twill never do to 
thwart her.— <A«ide.) 
What must I do to keep out of hot water? 
What vengeance will content you, for a word 
Carelessly spoken ? Come, dcm't be absurd ; 
Say what— and on whose head it must be hurl'd. 

Amph, I'm not particular— ({roipiiaafAewortf/ 
Annihilate all creatures made of clay; 
Wash the great globe of earth itself away; 
And that will do at present No black looks: 
*< Do IT ! nor leave the task to me T' 

Nep, Od's-iooks! 
{Ande.) Stand by your top«ail.yaids— here's a shrew! 
{Aiaud,) Drown all the world? Wont a few kingdoms 

do? 
Or just one quarter ? 

Amph, No! Ill grant no jvarfer 
To any— Jay the whole four under water. 

Nep, Then if I do, I do— but if I do 

Bifay I be ; so now, ma'am, that's lor yon. 

Do as you pleafte— wash all away 3rott dare; 
I wash my hands; mind, of the whole aflkir. 

18* 
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Ampk. Well, ihen, here goet! (Smaieketi 
Tit Amphitrite fpeaki, 
In Neptune's name: blow, winds, and cnck j 

cheek*— 
Rage, blow — ye cataracts and bnricanoi. 
Spout till the ocean neither bound nornrtay knowp; 
But breaking over all 'twixt earth and aky, 
Leave nothing but Olyropaa high and diy. 

« 
Trio and ChoniR— Amphiteitk, NBaiinKi andTfiTOi 
Air ((rom Cenerentpla) "JVm Riz JitBU."* 

L^t the llfhtnlng flash, and the thander mil, 
And the oeeao rise likewinkin, 

Till it break the banke, from pole ,to pole. 
And make each fund a ninking. 

?«i the mighijr eiorm a brewing', 

iieavy wet, till aiPa blue ruin. 

(Tkunder, lightning, slorm, ^c.) 

Enter Black Cook. 

Cook, Uelp, murder! Massa captain, only look I 

A^ Look ! look at what, you son of a acn-oouk 
Hast seen the Piiaatom Ship, or Flying Dutchmaal 

Cook. No, mnBgg nebber see him, any such ma) 
Him serpent! ,dan a totisand cable bigger. 

j\ep. A serpent! 

Serpent t^ppears above. 

Serp. J aay, yon etainal nigger, 
Your boiler must have burst, I cdculate, 
- To stir the sea up at this mortal rate. 
You've made me figure in tarnation attitudes; 
I've lost my way, I swear, in these strange latitudf 

Atnph. You give yourself strange latitude of spaai 
And for your longittde — gods I what a reach 
It makes I I ne'er beheld a snake so lanky. 

Nfp. Sir, by your accent, you should be a Yank* 
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^erp. Gues I am, strangei^— a United Slafer : 
Half mail — half horee-'-and half an alligator. 

Sep. I ought to be ao stranger, iir, to you : 
My name is Neptnne. 

Serp. Mister, how ^ye do f 
I*vc heard of you before. 

Nep. And now ijour name 
And purpose ; whither bound, and whence you rame f. 

i<erp, Neptune, I aha'n't «ay no, when you my 
yes,- 
My tail 's a mortal long one, through, I foess ; 
So long you'll hardly stop while I unfold it ; 
But you may hear, although you ran*t behold it. 
All boneti but yours will rattle when I my 
i'm the Sea Serpent from America! 
Mayhap yo\i\e heard that I've been round xhe worW ; 
1 guess I'm round it new, mister— twice curl'd ! 
IVyo'call that nothing ? Don't think me a dreamer,* 
Listen — you'll find, my friend, that i'm a acreamer : 
Of all the monsters through the deep that sphuh, 
I'm number ono, all to immortal amashl 
When I lie down, and would my length unroll, 
There ar'n't half room enough 'cwixt pele and pole ; 
In short. I grow so long, that I've a notion 
I must be measured soon for a new «cean. 
Then, I swim foster^^ive deeper— eiuid higher- 
Stay longer under water — come up drier — 
FjtLt more*^rink more — do more— do leiB,<or either ; 
Sometime! one — soraetimee both— «ometiinea neidier. 
In short, again, as Tve my jawing taeln on— • 
I outrank Washington, and General Jaekaon ; 
Paul Jones — Quint us Curtioa— I'm a teazer; 
I'm rich as cream, and brave at Jolioa Csoaar. 
So very long 's my tenfftky sitoatien, 
I've had a (>roff*er from our witty corporatioD: 
What want they of me, think ye, Mr. Neptnne Swipes 
To cut my tail up to make their aew gu pineal 
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To ioM tbk speoolalioD woaM be nortal pity ; 

Surely Fm long enough fiw Philadelphia city. 

To model me at one inch to a mile» 

IMl tell you what 'twould take— t gnen yoall 

Something that*B longer fiur than any thing, 

And a tarnation qnanti^ of string ; 

Ten thousand cables — twenty thoosand men ; 

Canvas ftom here to there, and baek again : 

Twould take ail these, twice nMiliiplied by two; 

And when you took 'em all, it wouldn't do. 

Nep, It wouldn'4l I can teU yon, though, what 
would 

SerjK Well! what r 

Nep. The yonis ymi tpinf 

Saj>. Oh, yes! that's good. 
Now listen, Mister : 'boot this time lost year. 
As I was dosing handsome offCape Clear, 
A galley, laden with the golden fleece. 
Bore down upon my beam as slick as grease; 
I guem the captain thought me a first rater! 
He took me for the visible equator. 
Well: he made sail ibr sixteen weeks, to see 
If there was any end at all to me; 
And finding neither bsad nor stem to doable^ 
Altered his eoome, and took no iKirther trooble. 

As^Atfaooi^l Make signals to cease firing 
there; 
Haul down liie waves, and bnil the dte>nds npftb : 
I've hit on a revenge thaf s ftr more savage— 
This monster shaU the coast of Afiic ravage! 
Say, can'st thon swallow millions t 

Serp, What! of treoanref 

An^. No m ortal creatnies! 

Serp. Oh, yee— with great pl easn re ; 
My bread room's cmri entity. 

Aa^ Then away! 
Eat every livinf thioib tfll I eiy H^f! 
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Snrp. liOok sharp then! or, to speak in moderation. 
Swamp me, if I sha*n't swallow all creation. 

Dueti and Chorut— SiRP«i»T and Axphitrit«— Air. *' Yan 

iea DoQdle.*' 

^mph Yankee Doodle, munrh *cm down. 

Fat, and lean, and Itnri y. 

Serp ..^I can swallow human fcind. 

As f^ as mnearonl. 
Mister, now upon my eoult 

[t*s tnip, afl aoy lifle; 
Only you ai'k Uncle Ben. 

Who owes me that *ere tnfle. 

^mpk. Yankee noodle, fUtmp 'em up I 

i>erp evince for me you cairr, 

See if I »i r' n't half a ho-iw, 
Aodbalfanalllcaior! 

r»aRvs. 

Ya^kee Doodle, munch Vm up! 

Yankee Doodle Dandy ; 
Breakfast, lunch, and din« and s-p, 

Aud with your Jaws be toanny. 

Scene II. — The Pakux of IGng Cqiiheus. 
Enter Cepheus, Cassiope and Andromeda. 

Cfiph. Don^t talk to me ! Prepare to go to church 
Witii Phinaeaa, instanter. 

Amfro. (Aatfe.) Tn the lurch 
ril leave him at the door. 

Cepk. WhaVs that you mutter? 

(kisa. Weak girl ! to quarrel with yo«r bread and 
butter. 

Andro, He's not my bread and buMer ! 

Casn. You're his toa«t, 
And suit him to a T. ' 

Andro, A mighty boast { 
I'd rather wed a Hippopotamus! 

Ce/tk. You'J rather wed a hippo— what amus? 
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My duck, d'ye hear this gooie ? Romantic Ibol ! 
She's picked thete npUons up at boarding-achool. 

EmUr fm ArrjcNftAsr. 

AUen. One Captain Flsneiw, of the IstWii^aHoiMb 
Requests an aadieoce of the king. 

Ceph, Of eoune^ 
Some halPpay officer, wha want* a dinner. 
Well ! show him in. 

Andro, {Ande,) TIs he— as Vm a sinner! 
The very man who^ at the Lord Mayor*a balK 
I danced with. 

Ceph. Zoands! he's coming — ^horse and all ! 

Cass. On a side^Huldle, see> the man is riding. 
Instead of, like a man, his heive bestriding. 
Since in this fashion he has crms'd our border* 
Give him the cross of the She^questrian Order. 

Enter PnuKvs, wtounied m, Pku8US» 
^l&-PKR«Bir«— Air (Nursery ballad) *' Ails a •o€k 



ftlde a wing'd lionK>, 

TliA ei'aiitrjr aemg»; 

I've kilieil an old wtMnaa, 

Poth ngfy and crosn 
Rlt-fl* ts of vipHTs bung down tn li«>r tent; 
Hffr name was Medusa, m nil the world knows. 

Ceph. Is the nan mad ! to oeine in with his beait i 
Your pony might have scraped bia shoes at least 

Pers. On hoisebaek, uir, I make my salatatiea. 
Like the king's ehampion, at the coronation. 
But if you mean to make a broil the end on*i» 
I sha'n't hack out, Wn him, yon may depend onl 

Ceph. (Aside.) Hot as miMtard! {Altmd) Sir,I say, 
again— 

Pers. I sha'n't apdogiie— but 111 aiplain. 
Provided you are not so high and miiH^ty* 
My horse ii lik» ayaatf alitllofli^; 
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I tried to rein him up, sir, in the lobby : 

But when a man once gets upon his hobby, 

It's rather difficult, you know, to stop him : 

And mine, unless, sir, of his wiiigB you lop him, 

Is very likely, in a mood ecstatic. 

To gallop right up stairs into your ttdc. 

But there (dismounting) your groom may take him, if ^ 

he wishes, 
While I report — IseesAndre:^ 7e god%aiid little fishes ! 
What do I see ? 

Ceph, Our daughter. 

Pers. Is she married f 

Ceph. She is "about to be. 

Pers. Tis well you tanried 
Till my arrival ! Mono but I mvit many her ! 
Refuse— and, nolens volens, offl cany her! 

Cass. She is to her uncle pledged. 

Pers. Uncle! vtrhatthenf 
I've pledged a thousand things to mine, and when 
1 wanted, I redeemed them. Go and supplicate 
Your uncfe, love : tell him I have jrour duplicate 
Here in my heart, and ready am to pay 
The tender interest to this very day. 
O cruel fortune ! must the hopes ^at we 
Saw bom at one haUt be destroyed by three ! 
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Solo— PsRsiiT»>Air, ** Ws sisf . 

We met— *twas at tiM ball, 

Upon last Easter Monday ; 

I pressM >ou to be mine, 

And you said—-* Perhaps, oat day.** 

I danced with yoa the whole 

Of that night, and yoa oaly— 

Ah! neVr CavaHer Sent 

FhU more wretebsd and lonely ; 

For when I fqneemed year haad. 

An we turned one another. 

Yon (Vown*d and said, ** Have done. 

Or ril sp*ak to my mother.** 
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They coll'd UieSpjiiisb daoco, 
And w« fltwr ibrouffh ii fleeiiy ; 
* rwMo*«r— I eoafdn't breathe. 
For fmk*4 Mowu um» eompleiely ; 
1 tedjroutvaaeai. 
Far emay fioai Uie ducets : 
Quulf iiiet afftfn begun. 
'J bey wer-) ftafii^ tbe **iAieerfl ;*' 
Again I tqfutund your baud, 
A nd aiy atigubb to emothf r, 
Y(ia Mniled, and eaid, ** Dent Pir. 
I'm nay ipeak to tty oiother/* 

Cepk. All this m nighty fine, upon my honor ; 
But who aro jfou^ to set your heart upon her ? 
A hali^pey captain hope to be thus match 'd t 

Pers. Half-pay, perhape— but not, sir, unaUach'd; 
And for my birth and parentage, why I 
Can boost a lineage than yours more high. 
1 am ■the son of Diana; by Jooe 
1 am ! and though compelled by late to rove. 
In quest of Fame, I'll bet you any odds, 
There's no one more in iavur with the gods! 
This helm, for instance, you ne'er saw a rarer. 
With power to make invisible the wearer, — 
A present was from Pluto^— Sage Miuer\-a 
Gave me thia shield, for which I'll ever aervv^ 

her; 
Hermes was kind enough to lend his wings, 
With sundry other useiul little things; 
AnMmgst the rest, this keen and crooked dagger. 
With which I cut not only a great swagger, 
Uui cropp'd the hair and bead olfof MeduHa, 
Which was a pretty deeent job to do, sir ; 
^^»r us *ti« well by every schoolboy known. 
Who IfKik'd her in the face tum'd was to stone : 
So thiit one glance would make the daring elf, 
A lithographic portiajt of himself ! 

Cau. How dkl yoa find her out f To her abode 
t never yet katw «m wIm> knew the road. 
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Pen. I made a morning call upon the Graix, 
The sisters of Medusa — said. How are ye ? 
Then took a chair, and talked about the weather. 
Until they all three went to sleep together. 
They're pretty creaturea— -have you ever seen 'em ? 
They've got but one eye and one tooth between 'em ; 
So that at dmner, it's a curious truth. 
They're forced to help theraselvea, and ptH the 

tooth. 
Aa soon as I beheld them fest asleep, 
This too^ I stole, and fearing they might weep— 
(No gentleman would make a lady cry,) 
I took Uie liberty to take their eye. 
They woke, and epeedil^ began to cry out, 
** HcAlo, you sir! — There you go, with our eye out^ 
*' Restore it to us, pray, and our tooth, too, sir." 
Tell me, said I, where to find Medusa 7 
And so they did — and so i said. Good bye ; 
Flung 'em their tooth, and begg'd they'd mind ikey'r* 
eye, 

Cepk. And you have slain the witch ? ^ 

Pers. I scorn to brag, 
But there's the Gorgon's head, sir, in that bag ; 
Would you bdhold it, mighty monarch? 

Cej^, What! 
Be turned to stone! I'd much rather not 
{Aaide.) Wife, we must miad this youth, he'a got the 

organ 
Of head-cut-off itiveneas : we're no Goigon, 
And he would make still tkarler work of ui. 
What's to be done f 

Cast. Hush ! don't make a foas ; 
Say you'll consider — ^bid him stay and dine, 
And pop a little poison in his wine ! 

Cepft. Amiable woman ! I approve your plan. 
(Aloud.) You love him, miasf (to Afidro,) 

Andro* The captain's a bold man! 
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Cepk, And thai meani, yet ! Well, we mmt think 
apoot 
Perfaape you'll stay and eat and drink upon't T 

Pers. Ton are tod good ! 

Cqtk. Bot hare oonee Phhieui ! mom ! 
No word to him at present 

Pers. Sir, I'm domb. 

Coat, U he of your ftrat meeting, pny, awara f 

Pers, No mortal knows it — not e'en Lemprenr. 

Cepk. {lookag oat) What haste looks through hii 
eyt» ! with fear they're qnite full : 
I'm sure that something's happen'd very fiightfnl. 

Enter Phiniab. 
Sdo-PamsAa— Fieneb atr, ''PrtaMfiMi.** 

Migbty raoBsreb ! itir your slumps, as If old Nick wm 
foUowtng ! 
A serpsat, fftta an awAil tall, has landed oa yoar shore ; 
Osr gaiUnc soldiers, guas aad all, by regissaits bs*s swsl- 
lowing. 
And aioiicbiiif up flunsiciant and composers by the sc^re. 

or counsel, learned la the law, but M«/work he Is awklof ; 
Apothecsries; jusi as they were pUI«. sir. he is taUug; 
He snaps the patsoa right ia two, as well ashls omuoa. 
And ere the beadle bolls the door, be M<s the soairegaikia. 

Mighty awnarcb ! sihr your siampf , Hot coart aad saraTsn. 



Are emptied of bibabiiaats, all erssy with aAigfec ; 
Tbe mowter, he Is lsa/#r fbr than any salt la Chaasery, 
And beats the court aklerman, by cbalks, fbr appetite. 

Cepk. What story of a cock and boll is here? 

Pkin. A cock and bolli Great king, whom all revere. 
The story's of a serpent, who is mtmchiog 
Your subjecls up like fUn ; jost hear 'em cmnchinf . 

Pers. Like inn ! No doubt they think it vtry funny. 
Will none the reptile kill fbr love or money? 

Pkin. No, all must die— he'b got a writ to end >m. 
Ad capiai ad atiAciendimL 

Cass. Focfihat oflkpea, tall me, 1 do baeaech? 



/ 
OR, THK AMEUCAN SEA. 8KRPKNT. 223 

PAtn. Your gracious m^esty's ungracious speech, 

out the Nereides and Juno— 

Andro, Ah I 

}\d you how 'twould be, you know, mama ! 

Oa$t. Hold your tongue, miss! What if I ask their 

pardon? 
Phin, It won't avail your m^jeity a fiurden. 
in hope, to stop the mouth that*s fed by law ; 
erb*B naught can make that monster hold his jaw. 
Fers. ril lock it; so that he can't pick his teeth, 
sice I draw the falchion frmn its sheathe, 
pen a challenge, if you'll take the letter? 
PAtfi. I lake it! Thank you kindly I I know better ; 
tm write notes to this ** monstrura horrendum," 
Kiommend you by the post to send 'em. 
?er». Well — ^you're a poU 
?Aifu If so, for him I'm no bit — 
11 soon turn my post into a post obiL 
?en* Poltroon ! But I'll God a way to send it.- 
'■ broken the king's peace of mind, and mend it 
shall, ere dinver-time, oc I'll know why. '. 
lat now, my Pegasus ! my one-horse fly .' 
dine with you, my love, if I'm alive ; 

don't you wait a moment after five. 
'Ain. His love .' &lse jade, the snake shall squeeze 
his weizen ; 

if she won't be mine, Uke sha'n't be Ats'n. 
md.) Come to the temple, sir : our tpecial pleadings 
chance may move t|ie court to stay proceedings. 

Soto— P1R8BU8— Air, GaUopade from OtMmnii Jd. 

O lady bright ! dismiss your fright. 
And trust to me, your own true knight. 
Boon this snake, I will make. 
Eat hamble pie, and no mistake ; 
In cot good round, a beatinx sound, 
rii give tbe monster. Til be boand : 
Then baek to you, ny fbndesi hope, 
Dear girl, Til gallaaily gtUope. 
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Uaintette— CKPHSCf , PutsKus, VnmkM^Ckwwtowz nd Ai* 

DEOHBDA. 

Thif odd fish 1 12^ ha port will ttew. 
Like earp, and carve him Uke caTpiia. 
To roll him out 1 1|^,|| I malie do bones* 
But send him auaight to Davy Joiie». 

Scene III: — Tai^ of Jupiter. 

Enter Neptune. 

Nqh Steady, ahe goes! Hold oi>! It*a ptally 
calmish. 
And yet Boniehow I always fiecl so qualmish 
Ashore — my head can't stand the motion 
Of this old bluff-built eaMb. Give me the ocesn ; 
That is, without its queen ! In all my life, 
I ne'er was $ea-8ick till I- got a wife. 

Solo— Nkptvkb— Air, ** Tke «ea, tkt «m.** 

*Tls she— Hit she, who f )rells the sea !* 
The precious threw, riie makes so free. 
I rule the sea 1 I rule the sea 1 
But happy there t can never be. 
I've the bluts above, andthe blites below. 
And I can't grit sHeaee wherever L go I 
if I try to uniiicii a wink of steep, 
A clatter still her tongae will keep. 

Wen, to her vengeance, li> be jfM> paity. 

And so I've cut and run.— WlliiQbeer, my hearty t 

Enter Vmmmwob. 

Pern. What cheer, ho! {JtnS^) By his hailiog, 
this should be 
Some rude and boisterous captain of the sefr— 
Neptune, as large as life ! 

Nep. What, nephew! ZcHmds, 
You here ? 

Pert. And you — the ocean out of bounds ? 

Nep. And out of ^pirtte, loo— they're daily ainkiDg ; 
That wife of mine wiU drive ne, sir, to drxMhrng^- 
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Ptrs. The ocean dry? 
xWcp. Don't joke — her conduct's scurvy. 
Last night she lum'd the £iea all topsy turvy { 
^Japsizcd the world, sir, nearl)^, with a squall. 
For little, nay, in fiict, for naught at all; 
And now she's sent a hungry snake ashore, 
With such a tail as ne'er was seen before. 
Nor yet behind — to eat all he can see. 
Because a woman was as vain as she. 

Pers, But I have vowed this very snake to slay, 
All for the sake of fair Andromeda ! 

Nep. Of fair Andromeda ! Oh, that's the way 
The cat jumps, is it? 

Pen. Look ye ! Hero's my note. 
Will you go stuff the challenge down his throat i 

Nep. With all my heart — "To the Sea SerpenC* — Oh! 
Ho gets it, never fear. What's this ? Hallo ! 
"Please not to etU the hearer'^ — Mighty pleasant 

P&rs. Ha ! ha ! That doesn't signify at present ; 
I thought to send it by some morUd stranger ; 
But as you take it, Neptune, there's no danger. 

Nep. I wish that I could say 10 mach for you. 

Pets. rU mince this Yankee Doodle! 

Nep. Doodle do ! 

Daett-^hEiam lad NBrnmc 

P«rj Mighty Jove, whose coMen showers, 

Once nsy motber, Dane, blest, 
Shall this wreteta, who ail devo«r«. 
Bat the nald wbom 1 love besil 

JV</» Soon the monster 1*11 be halliof ; 

But, I say, my Jolly dof , 
£re a nt^al make fhr saUlnc, 
Sha*n*t we sMp a (lass of grog ? 

Bmik To our etise. then, bampen fHliof , 

Boon this monster 

Bravo, bnvo, te.~ 

[Barit Nkptunx. 



U bampen fHliof , 
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Efuter Cepbbub. 

Ctph. O Iiorror! miMry ! woe ! woe ! 

Per9. Tis plainr . ' 
You call out woa I to stop tome load of palnu 
What 18 it ! may. I. ask t 

Ceph. O such a sbock 
To my paternal heart ! Chained to a rock, 
Andromeda,, my daughter dear, must be, 
The prey of this vile monster of the sea T 

Pers. The prey 1 Why, pray t 

Ceph. 'Cause Phineas' petition 
To Jove, is granted on that sole condition !' 

Per». Phineas, the traitor ! He shall perish rather. 
Than father such an act upon my father ! 
Depend upon't, he's brihed the PHests of Ammon, 
And hopes to save his haecn by their gammon. 
Ah ! would you let your lovely daughter go a. 
Victim to this unfashionable Um f 
Ron, fly! the dreadful sacrifice delay, 
Till my arrivsil. I will only stay 
To sing a song, as opera, heroes choose 
Always to do, when they've no time to Tose. 

Cqpk. Sing it to Jove, then. Tell your thundlring itSi, 
Andromeda's done naught to^^^ ^ioa mad ; 
Or, if she has, he knows Pope's famous line, 
'^ To err ii human ; te fiwgive, divine !" [Exit 

Recitative andAir— Fiksbus— Air (from TaiureH) **0' 

Potrfs." 

Ob, Pa ! try her— won*! yoa, ny great papa, try her 

Again, ere ont ?ou turn ber 

To tea with Pluto ! O eara sposa ! 

Tiwy yearn fVoin me to pan yeu ! 

In quest of yoer foe, 1 turn now my reia, O ! 

Te laiiice yOu this smke, are any one ean My ao v 

Aftu. 

0!sii^*n*t I palpitate r 
O! won't tt pain »et 
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[f I fibaald be too late 
My deary to t-ee. 
Quick, let me fly ! 
Ah ! let me go ! 
Boon my Aniro- 
Meda, will I. 
Thy heart cheer, O ! 
O ! moment, momentous t 
O ! sha'nU I palpitatiB, 8u. [ExH. 

^^ » 

Scene IV. — The Ctmrt of JBtfttiopia. 

Andromeda is discovered bound to a Rock jutting into 
the sea. Cepheus, Cassiope, the Priests of Jupi- 
ter, and the few people left aUve, grouped on the 
fhoTA, «n expectaiion of the monaler. 

Andro. Mama ! papa ! I feel so faint--* 

^- i Deardiughtcr ! 

Andro. Could you oblige me with a glass of water? 
Ceph. The water here is brackish, if not salt; 
Suppose you were to try a little malt! 

Andro. Well, since you press me, and my time 
grows shorter, * 
I don't mind if I take a pint of porter. 

Cass. I hasten to indulge my su&ring child ! 
Andro. One moment, dearest mother : draw it mild! 

[Exit CAsaiorc. 

tSoIo^AHDROKSDA— Air, "On this cold JHiUy rock.'* 

On thfs coM flinty rock, 
I must lay down my head. 
Unhappy, indeed, is my frilgbt ; 
No cbambermaid kindly will warm my eoM bed» 
Btt( aH sorts of rude tilings come t« Mttw 
Then haste to me, my champion dear. 
Come and whta a |oo4 night to me ! 
On thy winged courser leap, 
.. To this rock in Che deep: 

Vm sItiF of its horrid chain pier. 

Re-miier CAsnorx, with a pint <f porter. 
Casa. I've brought yonsooMofRuiiifAN'sdoable stoat 
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Andro. U any body coming — ^pray, look out* 
To save me from this Bine Beard of the deep! 

Com. No! I see nothing bat a flock of sheep. 

Cqik, Nothing bat sheep ! Then she's as dead as 
mutton. 

Serpent (toiihout) Frepafe ! 

Ceph, I hear the voice of that sea glatton ! 

Andro. A moment longeri just to say one prayer. 
Is no one coming yetf 

Com. Yes! there! 

AU. Where? 

Case. There! 

Serpent {toiihout) Prepare ! I can't wait longer, that 
I swear ! 

Andro. Ah ! like a meteor streaming thro' the air, 
I see him a-gallopping — agaUqppng; 
I see hira a-gallopping o'er sea anonore ; 
Now faster a-gallopping— now ftiter •fpdlopping ; 
I never saw the like before. 

Enter Pirs^us. 
Pert. I'm here ! 

Serpent t^peare in the tea. 
Serp. And so am I. Your servant, stranger ! 
I guess you're tetotaciously in danger. 

aolo— Paasavs— Air (from Goitavus 3d) ** Beldame, wkern 

ekitt.** 

MoBster ! whose fttaie has so loadly been bruited. 

Please to keep dear of this lady on shore ; 
Your aautieAl Ule to my book is unsulted. 

And like a twiee toM one, *tis voted a bora. 
1 cone, my love lo loose frofflL ber tether, 

80, my fine spark, oa air you may regale; 
For should we go to k)gsertoeads togcUier, 

Youra of the two would surely prove most llralK 
I tpeak my mind, ifyouVe ineiin*d 

To jbrat e my eholsr, do ! 
Behave geoicm, or Hke an eel 
intsUiiaadMlisrfMk 



■■>■ 
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' Monster away ! 
Moattfr away ! this very day, 
Tve taken out a polfcy, 
For this iRdy, in the Rock 
Lift Jlmurance Company; 
ValDly wunid you quh ihfi flood. 

Longed and boarded here to be : 
Longest creature formed by nature ! 

Hbad'h Hotel*8 the place for thee. 

Pers. This lady, air, I ny's engaged to ine» 
And aha'n't be eaten with impimity! — 
You got my challenge ? 

Serp. Calculate I did ! 

Pers. Hence ! or accept it, and 1*11 quickly rid 
The world of the worst plague that does infest it. 

Serp. Call me what name you will, I can digest if. 

Pers. No insolence !' Tour latter end is nigh. 

Serp. I guess it's toa ftr off, for you to spy ; 
All nature couldn't wAh the naked eye — 
Touch me, and sure as I'm an alligator, ', 

ril make you drop me like a hot potater. ' 

Pers. For etiquette> of course, sir, jrou're a stiekler. 

Serp. Pretty considerable d d parliculac ' 
So don't look down on me so slantendickler. 

Pers. Well; then, well measure weapons. 

Serp. Mine's no. trifle ! 
I borrow'd Uncle Ben's etamal rifle. [Produees «P. 

Pers. A water snake with fireninns ! 

Serp. O yes .>— 
Too took me for a «toon2-fish then, I guest f 
Ono! 

EMar Neptune, who whispers Perseus. 

Nep. Fear nothing-^he can only show off: 
I've damped the priming, and the gun can't go off 

Pert. Well, blaze away! I care not ibr your 
swagger; 
But if yoa miss me, tremble at my dagger ! 
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{Music. Sbrpxnt pvUs the trigger, and the Rijk nuMses 
fire, PrauoEUS ruAes upon him and Maibt km in the 
thoidder.) 

Serp, Vm 8turap*d right up ! But there's do ue in 
crying ; 
My length will make ue awful long in dying. 
GueM yon don't know, that though you've killed my 

head. 
Ages will pass before wf fsfe is dead. 

Pers. Go tell that stoiy to the sub-marines ! 
Nep. (who has unchained and. bnmghi forward Anoou)- 
MCDA.) You are her husband. (Aside.) Would you were 
my queen ! 

jEiater Phinbas and Soldijeks. 

PAt(i. Andromeda alive ! and PerMus too ! 
Rebellion ! Friends, run every bidy through ! 

jCq^ Treason! 

Pers. Be quiet ! (Snatching the head qf Medusa out 
of his bag and presenting it to Phineas, ^.) 
There's for 3rou, sir ! 

(TTiey are turned into stone, forming a group from, the 

Antique.) 

rd quite forgot the noddle of Medusa ! 

Th^U make a wedding present for my wife ; 

A group in marble, modelled firom the life. 

Hence ! But take care you don't meet Macadam— he 

Would pulverize the whole antique A-cad-e-my. 

(Thunder.) 

* Nq>» Hark ! By the sky saluting, I should say 
l*he flag'Ship, Jupitmr, was under weigh. 
Ay ! sure enoag^ ; and by my ocean crown. 
The whole cetestial squadron's bearing down, 
Under a ctond of canvas breasH the braakna, 
Top^gaUanti^ wy i b iky i cwp e i i moon iikgii; 
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Pen. I made a morning call upon the Graix, 
The sisters of Medusa — said. How are ye ? 
Then took a chair, and talked about tha weather. 
Until they all three went to sleep together. 
They're pretty creatures — ^have you ever teen 'em ? 
They've got but one eye and one tooth between 'em ; 
So that at dinner, it's a curious truth. 
They're fiirced to help thenuelvesv and ptn the 

tooth. 
As soon as I beheld them fest asleep, 
This tooth I stole, and fearing -they might weep-~ 
(No gentleman would make a lady cry,) 
I took the liberty to take their eye. 
They woke, and epeediljr began to cry out, 
** Hdio, you sir!— >There you go, with our eye out^ 
*' Restore it to us, pray, and our tooth, too, sir." 
Toll me, said I, where to find Medusa? 
And so they did — and so 1 said. Good bye ; 
Flung 'em their tooth, and begg'd they'd miniihey^rt 
eye, 

Ceph. And you have slain the witch ? * 

Pers, I scorn to brag. 
But there's t^e Gorgon's head, sir, in that bag ; 
Would you bdiold it, mighty monareh? 

Ceph. What! 
Be turned to stone! I'd much rather not 
iAtide,) Wife, we must mind this youth, he's got the 

organ 
Of head-cut-oflPitiveness : we're no Goigon, 
And he would make still tkoiter work oi us. 
What's to be done f 

Out. Hush ! don*t make a fuss ; 
Say you'll consider — bid him stay and dine, 
And pop a little poison in his wine ! 

Ceph. Amiable woman ! I approve your plan. 
(Aloud.) You love him, miss? {to Andro.) 

Andro* The captain's a bold man! 

19 
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When fint she made a plunge, to land you brought h< 
StiU lend your handa to keep her above water; 
And send hwhone, if it's no impropriety, 
Again preserved by this ** Humane Society." 

PriuuB —Alri **The iup^ deep teaV 

Pen OttteWk.lflil|tb you love, 

yt.V ^ aomt ennui, 
WmMPw merry splrirs rove, 
la *«lfta Deep, Deep 8ea.*' 

Cft«nt«.. .- .In ** the Deep, Deep Sea,'* Ac. 

Jftp For the best of uplrlis liere 

In oar public houM we keep : 
Though we do not charge you dear. 
. Pr*ythee, don^t you bold U8 cAaqi. 

Fen .....4to0d entertainment, mind, 

While Perseus is head waiter, 
For man and horse you'll find — 
S0rp .<.-... And I hope for the Aiiigau>r ! 

Ckorm Then eome, ate. 



END OF THt 8Kk SftRPCNT. 
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Phin. Your gracious majesty's ungracious specc}i. 
About the Nereides and Juno— 

Andro. Ah I 
I told you how 'twould be, you know, mama ! 

Cats. Hold your tongue, miss! What if I ask their 
pardon? 

Phin, It won't avail your migasty a farden. 
Vain hope, to stop the mouth that*s fed by law ; 
There's naught can make that monster hold his jaw. 

Pers. ril lock it, so that he can't pick his teeth. 
If once I draw the falchion from its sheathe. 
I'll pen a challenge, if you'll take the letter? 

Phin, I take it! Thank you kindly ! I know better ; 
If you write notes to this '^monstrum horrendum," 
I recommend you by the post to send 'em. 

Pers. Well — ^you're a post 

Ptdn. If so, for him I'm no bit — 
He'll soon turn my post into a poU oldL 

Pers. Poltroon ! But I'll find a way to send it. 
He's broken the king's peace of mind, and mend it 
He shall, ere dinper-time, oc I'll know why. « 
What now, my Pegasus ! my one-horse fly ! 
Ill dine with you, ray love, if I'm alive ; 
But don't you wait a moment after five. 

Phin. His love! false jade, the snake shall squeeze 
his weizen ; 
For if she won't be mine,tiie sha'n't be hu^n. 
fAloud.) Come to the temple, air : our ^fecial pleadings 
Perchance may move t|ie court to stay proceedings. 

Solo— PcRSKus— Air, OaUcpads from Owttamts 3d. 

O lady bright ! dismiss your fright, 
And trust to me, your own true knight. 
Soon this snalce, I will make, 
Eat humble pie, and no mistake ; 
In one good round, a beatimt sound, 
ril give the rounnter. 1*11 be bonnd : 
Then back to you, my (badest hope, 
DeMt girl, Pll gallantly gallope. 
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Uaintette— CKPBSCf , PiitsKUf , VmiKMia^Ckunofz and Ai> 

DEOHBDA. 

This odd ft3b 1 12^ ha port will ftew. 
Like earp, and carve him Uke carpne. 
To roll him out 1 1|^|{| I make no bones* 
Btti send him aualsht to Davy Jone». 

Scene III. — TemjiU of Jupiter. 

J^nler. Neptune. 

Nqh Steady, ahe goea! Hold on! It'a pretty 
calmish, 
And yet aoniehow I alwaya feel ao qualmish 
Ashore — my head ean't atand the motioa 
Of this old bluff built eaMb. Give me the ocean ; 
That is, without its queen ! In all my life, 
I ne'er was tea-sick till I- got a wife. 

Solo— Nkptvnb— Atr, ** Tie «ea, the «m.** 

*T\9 she— Hit she, who f (loHs the sea !* 
Tlie preeioaa tiurew, riie makes so free. 
I rnia the tea 1 I rule the st^a I 
But happy there t can never be. 
r ve the frfass above. aiUhthe blites below. 
And I can't gAsHevee wherever L go I 
if 1 try to Mistcli afrlnk of sleep, 
A clatter sUU her to^goe will keep^ 

Wen, to her vengeance, IlK^^ putjr» 

And so Tve cut and run.— HVplvbaer, my hearty ? 

Enter FBBfTO. 

Pers. What cheer, ho! (ilf&is.) Bf his hailing, 
thia should be 
Some rude and boisterous captain of the aefr— 
Neptune, as large as life! 

^«p. What, nephew! Zounds, 
You here ? 

Pers, And you — the ocean out of boondaf 

Nep, And out of spirits, loo— lh^*re daily ainkiog ; 
That wife of mine wiH drive ne, air, to drimkistg-^ 
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Pert. The ocean dry? 

Nep. Don't joke — her conduct's scurvy. 
Last night she lurn'd the £iea all topsy tu^vy ^ 
Capsized the world, sir, oearlj^ with a squaU^ 
For little, nay, in &ct, for naught at all; 
And now she's sent a hungry snake ashore, 
With such a tail as ne'er was seen before. 
Nor yet behind — to eat all he can see, 
Because a woman was as vain as she. 

PerM. But I have vowed this very snake to slay, 
All for the sake of fair Andromeda! 

Nep. Of fair Andromeda! Oh, that's the way 
The cat jumps, is it ? 

Pers. Look ye ! Here's my note. 
Will you go stuff the challenge down his throat 1 

Nep. With all my heart — ''To the Sea SerpenT — Oh! 
He gets it, never fear. What's this ? Hallo ! 
**Pleate not to eat the bearer" — Mighty pleasant 

Pers. Ha ! ha ! That doesn't signify at present ; 
I thought to send it by some mortal stranger ; 
But as you take it, Neptune, there's no danger. 

Nep. I wish that I oould say aa mach for you. 

Pers. I'll mince thia Yankee Doodle! 

Nep. Doodle do! 

Daett—pBinpii tad NamnnB. 

Pert Mtfhiy Jove, whose golden showers, 

Once aiy taoUier, Dane, Iricst, 
Shall this wreieli, who ail devo«r«. 
Bat the nald wliom I tove besil 

JVtp Soon the aoiistef Til be bailiof ; 

Bat, I say, my Jolly doff. 
Ere a nivaal make fbir saillDi, 
Slia*n't we »Mp a glass of grog t 

B^tk To onr eaase. then, bnmpers Ullinf, 

Boon this monster | ',[(„ | bekUllBg. 

Bravo, teavo, kc, 

, [Exit Neptune. 

19» 
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Enter CsnmuB, 

Cepk. O horror! miMry ! woe ! woe ! 

Perg. Tis platar ' 

You call out vjpa I to stop lome load of p«iinv 
What 18 it ! may. I. ask t 

Ceph. O such a sbock 
To my paternal heart ! Chained to a rock, 
Andromeda,, my daughter dear, must be, 
The prey of this vile mopster of the sea T 

Pers. The prey ! Why, pray f 

Ceph. 'Cause Phineas' petition 
To Jove, is granted on that sole condition !' 

Pers. Phineas, the traitor ! He shall perish rather. 
Than father such an act upon my father ! 
Depend upon't, he's brihed the I^ests of Ammon, 
And hopes to save his haeon by their gammon. 
Ah ! would you let your lovely daughter go a. 
Victim to this unfashionable boa t 
Run, fly ! the dreadful saerifice delay, 
Till my arrival. I will only stay 
To sing a song, as opera, heroes choose 
Always to do, when they^ve no time to lose. 

Ceph, Sing it to Jove, then. Tell your thuDd*Hng^dtiI. 
Andromeda's dtme naught to jdriire him mad ; 
Or, if she has, he knows Fope't fiimous line, 
" To err is human ; to fiwgive, divine f [Exit 

Recitative andAir— PiasBUt— Air (ftom TamtrtH) **0' 

Palriar 

Ob, Pa ! try her— won't yoa, my great papa, try her 

Again, ere ont ?ou tarn ber 

To tea with Pluto ! O eara sposa ! 

Tbey yearn fVoin me to part yeo ! 

In quest of yoer foe, 1 tarn now my rela, O ! 

Te laiBce yOu this snake, are any one ean mf'wo v 

Anu. 

0!sii^*B*t I palpitate r 
0!woB*tttpaiB»et 



"A 



OR, THX AMERICAN SEA SERfBNT. 227 

If I shoald be too late 

My deary to tee. 

Quick, let me fly ! 

Ah ! let me go ! 

Boon my Andro- 

Meda, will I. 

Thy heart cheer; O ! 

O ! moment, monentous ^ 

O ! shB*nH I palpitatiB, fce. [£ztt. 

• Scene IV. — The Cburt of Ethi^fria. 

Andromeda is discovered bound to cl Rode jftUing mto 
the sea. Cepheus, Cassiope, the Priests of Jupi- 
ter, and the few pecple left olivet grou^ped on the 
^lore, in expectation of the monster. 

Andro. Mama ! papa! I feel so iaint-^ 
Ceph f ^®*'.^^"8^tcr ! 

Andro. Could you oUige me with a glass of water? 
Ceph, The water here is brackish, if not salt; 
Suppose you were to try a little malt! 

Andro. Well, since you press me, and my time 
grows shorter, * 
I don't mind if I take a pint of porter. 

Cass. I hasten to indulge my su&ring child ! 
Andro. One moment, dearest mother : draw it mild! 

lExit Casuofe. 

SoIo^Ahdrpkssa— Air, "On tkis cold JUntfi rocA.'* 

On this cokT flinty rock, 
I must lay down my head. 
Unhappy, hideed, is my irilght; 
No chambermaid kindly will warm my eoM bed, 
Btt( aH sorts or rude tbiags eoae t« bittw 
Then haste to tee, my champion dear. 
Come and wish a good night to me t 
On thy winged eourser leap, 
To this rock in the deep : 
I'm sick of its horrid chain pier. 

IZe-enter CAsnopx, wiih aphU qf porter. 
Cass. I've brought yoii.soaMof RaiiKKH'A^<!sOcaL<(t»nQ^.. 
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Andro. It any body ooming)— proy, look out* 
To save me from this Bine Beard of the deepf 

OoM. No! I see nothing bat a flock of sheep. 

Cq^ Nothing but sheep ! Then she's as dead as 
tnuiton. 

Serpent (without.) Frepafe I 

Ceph, I hear the voice of that sea glutton ! 

Andro. A moment hmgwi just to say one pnyer. 
U no one coming yet f 

Com. Yes! there! 

AU. Where? 

Ctus. There! 

Serpent {toUhout) Prepare ! I can't wait longer, that 
I swear! 

Andro. Ah ! like a meteor streaming thro' the air, 
I see him a-gallopping — agaUqpping; 
I see him a^allopping o'er sea anoshofe ; 
Now faster a-gallopping—- now ftiter •fallopping ; 
I never saw the like before. 

Enter Pexs^us. 

Pert. I'm here ! 

Skrpbnt t^peara in the tea. 

Serp. And so am I. Yoor servant, stranger ! 
I gueai yon're tetotaciously in danger. 

SokH-Pamflivs— Air (from Guitavut Sd) ** BeUmKu, wkm 

ekiU.*' 

MoBiter! whose ftuae has so kNidly been bndted. 

Please to keep dear of this lady on sbore ; 
Your aaatie*! (•/« to my book is ansulted. 

And like a twice toM one, *tki voted a bort. 
1 cone, my love to loose fron ber tetber, 

80, my fine spark, oa air yea may regale; 
For should we go to h)gserbeads togetlier, 

Youra of the two would Mrely prore most fIraK 
I MMsk my mind, ifyou^re ineiia*d 

To brave my ehoisr, do ! 
Behave noieal, or Hke an eel 
J1I Bkn mm ettter fsa. 
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' Monster away ! 
MoBstpr away ! thi9 very day, 
I've taken oat a polfcy, 
For this lady, in the Rock 
Life Assurance Company; 
Vainly wonUI you quh the flood. 

Lodged and boarded here to be : 
Longest creature form'd by nature ! 

HiAO'ti Hotel's the place for tbee. 

Pers. This lady, sir, I say's engaged to me. 
And sha*n't be eaten with imptmity! — 
You got my challenge ? 

Serp. Calculate I did ! 

Pert. Hence 1 or accept it, and FU quickly rid 
The world of the worst plague that does infest it. 

Serp. Call me what name yo.u will, I can digest iU 

Pers. No insolence t' Yonr latter end is nigh. 

Serp. I guess it's tofr fiur off, for you to spy ; 
All nature couldn't wiih the naked eye — 
Touch me, and sure as Tm an alligator, .. \ 

I'll make you drop me like a hot potater. • 

Per». For etiquette^ of course, sir, you're a ^ekler. 

Serp. Pretty considerable d d particulac ' 
So don't look down on me so slantendickler. 

Pers. Well; then, well measure weapons. 

Serp. Minels no. trifle ! 
I borrow'd Uncle Ben's etamal rifle. [Produees H. 

Pers. A water snake with fire-arms ! 

Serp. O yes :rr 
You took me for a «tfx>r(2-fish then, I guest f 
Ono! 

Enter Neptune, icAo whispers Perseus. 

Nep. Fear nothing-^-he can only show off: 
I've damped the priming, and the gun can't go off 

Pers. Well, blaze sway! I oare not ibr your 
swagger ; 
But if yoa miss me, IremUe at my dagger! 
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Hw Mmnir BMul^aokal, bntiiif leiMN ; 
Tiw AtMUp FlMDt DMd (D bun hit bemn. 
WcU Mond MlDMYa, put into eanmaBao, 
On •my MiMiti&) «ipediiun j 

, Ilia BiocliDtifiiDder ^ihecap (hanimo; 
Tha Dmh. Tulal uiler la &» chua j 
The Venfu InDupsrf. No. 1 Ibf tan, — 
'Longnde ihst fint rate mui'VFwar. Ihs Mui ! 
The Pluebui, lonking bright Kbout the bowi;. 
The Juno, wba liM lo beat at Cowa ; 
The Amphilrits, ay caUnianui, 
Built on the celabraled UnMp plan. 
(During lit qiMcA, &e airma Dcilitt hme dexended 
mid apptared at ieicrited.) 

Pat. I TOW FOi highly hmored b; Ihia ciBeling ; 
Vooi preaenca ii nj happineta completing. 
Mermea, your aword — and thank yau! Pluto, thsre'it 
Your helmet : how are all our frisod) down atiin J 
Madam, (lo Mnntsj your M^ back I beg you'll 

Uke, 
And near thli head upon it for my aake. 

Mn. But til! you're lure you're muter tX the fidd, 
WiidoiD would coniuel you lo keep the ahield : 
TTie riitio'a dart may wotaid you yet aeverely. 

Pen. Ah ! my sage Meulor, tbere yoa tonch ma 

Now conies my fit again ! The old appeal. 
Your pulM). frianUi, once more 1 crave to feel : 
PetsBU* no mure! How flulinn now my onn '. 
Far ah '. your luppliBni away hat thrown 
Her manly coutage widi her manly part. 
And cornea with all the noman in her heart- 
Say, if the olive crown hy right she claims. 
Once more a victim in Iho Olyinpic games. 
Nightly, with lucceaa her zeal iticreaaing, 
She'a studied ill the eletnenu of pleasing. 
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Winn fintdMti•dtaIal■|%tftM^MkiMMi^ 
StiU lead ytwr kinii to ^mp hm ahova iBMliii '* 
Aiidieiidlifr.baiMbifit'ijioia|«Qpri0^» ... 
Again pmenred bj Uut ^ HnMMi»Bocii»iap;>?, ■ •, . 
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1ft ow piAlfe Ihvm WW l(Mp : 
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?mr§ . . JMJHM^MierttliiiDeM. nlai, 

■£^MAe Peieeim^ JMBd waiter, 
'Tor flian aad bona voii*II Oad^ 
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atter. ( tVWiinf .)— Thiee timw five ii lifteeii. fif- 
md twenly-lwo ialbrty^-Di>— thirty and cany five, 
-pihBw! I can'i nor i won't endure it; a man 

•t. Seal (Mending Untn.) — And a woman of my 
m turn houBekeeper. dalrf-nuid, Mocking-mend- 
ih I rm much obliged lo you, Mr. Scalier, Ibr tt 



milini 






ruici'duaj your leva of play; your innliab1« pu- 
Ibr oasUDO, hazard, faro — that droie ui from Lon- 

ri. Seat How dare you nj w, Kr, when you 
r your fbrtone waa neier iiynred by my gaming t 
lU. Wun'l il T why didn't you 1o>e ibouaandi. 
1 after night! 

><. Saal. Yea ; but did I pay themT waan't I k> 
nil ol my huaband'i money, thai I didn't pay even 
le card'ion which Ilusliil no, Sir, 'Iwaayourei- 
iganoethat undid ut — yonrbuyinghanei|CarriBgea. 
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and houMs. Oh ! if jrou had been emnniBiwil^ if yi. 
had copied mjr example !^— 

Scat Well 1 1 did copy your example; I nartnrpni 
fm them : and if yoa talk of being eoooontal; iihit 
■anied coople ever lived dieaper than w» have doBt f 
The ftet ii, we never had aahiOing : and 



married the other in hopei of making a fcttii, |mi 
know, when we came to the ohoich. we liiibi*t cmIi 
enough fi> pay the panon'i fepa. 

Mn.8oiu IdOy'GBr; and what ngniftea "— fl^fi^ 
— ^if you will but mind your acooanti^ and adapt jmt* 
self to my unde'i pastoial plan of lift riTma^ eigM^ 
proceed aa we have began— continue tmnnke him b^ 
lieve we hate LondQiu love retirement^ nod are a 
food, afieetiaiiafti, deniMtte couple.. 

&at Ah! tlmfa haid wofk, Kitty. 

Mrs. SooL Itk indeed ! and then to torn 
eai, aa he caUa ne— 

Seat Ay, to riae gt fLve, dine at three, ge fp Ijad. pC 
ten, walEeat fimr, and not tleep a win^ ftr tta mb- 
nal cfairrupiqg df the cooks and bene ! aikl ill fiawhrtl 
for the chaoci of hie Ibrtime'afier hie death ! I iiQfM 
wha(— if he doat die aoon,.! certainly afaialL 

Mr$, ScaL Nay. iaay, our hopee don't $SiimtmAm 



his death. Thn Tank fhhik nn hii Nnk In itia nairt 

lofflf 



bouring lea-port town;if we can wheedle U^ 
a share in tlwt— 

Scat Imposaible! hf designs it ibr hie aon-^a^ 
thafs the very thing— a benk^end I a partner iaht— 
*sUfe ! how I would diHsoont— 

JMri, ScaL Disooont! . \ 

SooL Ay---n^ own*iiotas--4pobody'8 aba. 

Mrt, ScttL Well, well, only hide your cloiiB .fliol 
e little liaqger; don't let him know we left l<jnl^|nfcr 
debt; and my lift bci't, the bank and the eaMiiill 
both be oars; hissoa hat behaved fll«faiQaid[i g^lf 
hp dJwnhfffilff him— 



- Mrs. Soil An] I (or Bood-itreet ! 
Seal. I fbr hazard ! 

A&s. Seal. And I fuj- firo— cdi, injr dear hmbind ! 
you'veaet ms on ths rack; and, thou^ Ihera are no 
cards in Iho hmue, can't no inieni aoine game I — atop 
— here'i my uncle ! we've another game to play now 
— remember we're a luting man and wile. 
• Scot I will — we're a loving .man and wifa. — (BoA 
tilting down.) 

Enter Old WiJODLAHD. 

Wood. There (hey ail — fimd, happy pairl — good 
moming to you both— well '. not tired of the country 
yet! ' 

Mri. Seat. Ho, Sir ; here we eqjoy healdi and eoa- 
tent — but in London-— oh ! I woa never &ee {rorn the 
heait-arhe. (Working.) 

Scat. Nor I from the headache. Cany over 
32-12^. [Wriling.) 

Wood- Poor null ! but have you left no iHehds yon 
wiih to see ) I dare say, now, Mr. Scatter waa much 
sought after in London. 

ScaL Sought after! yes — I was. Sir; but then it 
was by people I wished to get rid of — by mdj — impo- 
liahed— aum total 89 46. 

Wood. Rude! ah, there'i modem mannen fbr yon; 
tbiit'a the reaaon I hslo London — never go near il, or 
see any body that cornea from it Ha, ha ! il'i very 
droll — but I know ao liltls of what'a going forward in 
the meirapotiB. ihel you and my niece might have 
quarrelled all day. and gambled all nighl, Bud I bean 
ne'er the wiser ; you might indeed — ha, ha ! 

Mrs. Scat Ha, ha! that's very good; I and my 
dear husband quarrel and gome I 
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Wood, Not that I suppose such a thing ; no, I be- 
lieve you're a pattern of all that's correct and regular; 
bat I've no correspondents; I see no company, and 
don't even take in a newspaper. Come, egad ! now 
you're come down, I think I must humor you there — 
I must take in a newspaper. 

Mrs. Scat Do : I should like it of all things. 

Scat So should I ; I'm very fond of reading the law 
reports and the debates. 

Wood. Are you ? then curse me if I wonder at 
your having the head-ache. I never read either, but 
it brings on a giddiness directly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Sir, my young master is just arrived 
from France. 

Wood. My son ? 

Serv. Yes, air ; he is now at the park gate. 

Wood. Then let him stay there ; tell him I say w ; 
we'll have no modem manners here ; stop, I'll tell him 
myself. [Exit Servant. 

Mrs. Scat. What's the matter, uncle ? how has your 
son offended you ? 

Wood. Read that letter; that's all; read that let- 
ter. I sent him to Marseilles to visit his uncle, and 
see how he passes his time! read. 

Mrs. Scat. {Reading iJie letter.) — ** Dear Brother — 
Since my last, your son has been absent from my house 
a fortnight ; and afler searching in vain tor him all 
over Marseilles, I at last found him living at a small 
inn in the neighbouring forest with an English giti, 
whom he had betrayed under a promise of marriage. 
I soon separated them ; but he secretly returned to 
the inn ; and, finding her gone, he has pursued her to 
England — this is his history" — 

Wood. Ay, there, there, aAer the pains I have 
ijtken with, him, to have him turn out the character I 



or all olhon ilateM; a maa of inlrigaei * man of lat 
shion— 

Mt». StaL Nny, Ihn a Dollniig pen; year im «M 
slnayi of a gallant diaponlion ; an4 wb«n be rtiteil 
ua in London, no wen aclually obliged lo lock up 
our ward Siella, to prevent his carrying her oC 

Scai. TiB very Iiue. Sir ; aod I ihould be aorry^ 
to prejudice you more againai him ; but had you Ken 
the deeigaing gloncea he threw at lay wife — 

Watd. WhaE 1 — would the Bcoundre! have niatred 
yoar doneatic happiness I 

Scat I'm not apt to be jealoua — &r from it. Sir ; 
if your son had taken my wife to a forest, I ehoaldn't 
liave Jell one jealoui pang : nhould I, ray \ilh \ 

Mri. Sail. No, ttuit you wouliln'l, my eoal ; but 
when a couple is so happy — 

Wood. It ought to be doalh to him that parte them '. 
uh, the reprobate '. why, here'i a pretty fallow to ma- 
nage a bank— 

Sail. What did you lay, Sir I manage your bank T 

Wood. Yes; 1 meant to make him a partner. 

Soil. Oh, my dear Sir, that will never, dol Yodi 
inieieal will be eihauued in the puilieua of Covent 
Garden, and your principal in tho court of king*a 
beach aod doctoia' commons: however, don't Judge 
loo haitily, Sir ; beer what he he> to uy. 

Wood. I wiU ; I'll go directly, and my niecs ahait 
accompany me i come : oh, Mr. Scatter, aa you're my 
new steward, you know, I've a little buaiiien lor you 
to Iranaacl forty milea off: ah, I (ee you are angry, 
niece, I we yon can't bear being aeporated two whole 
days from the darling abject of your aOeclion. 

Mrs. Scai. Oh, Sir ! I'm ever ready to nacrifice my 
own bappiDesB. lo promote youte. 

Wood. Kind, disinterested orealuie! well, 'lis about 
purchasing an ealale, Mr. Scatter ; and if you'll come 
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to my study in half an hoar, Fll give you full instruc- 
tions and plenty — plenty of deposit money — 

Smft Will you, Sir ? oh ! these will be rare holi- 
day* — ^farewell, Kitty. 

Wood. Farewell, Kitty ! (^Mimicking) — what, is that 
all, when you're going to part lor two long dajjs? 
come — come, don't let me so spoil sport — salute her. 

Mrs. Scat Sir, we never do, upon my honour. 

Scat. Never, upon my soul, sir. (Aside.) S'death I 
haven't kiss'd her since the honey-moon. 

Wood. Pshaw! don't I kriowjrou are panting to em- 
brace each other? Come — (Mr. and Mrs. Scatter kiss 
eiKh othety and turn away in disgust) — there, there's 
connubial happiness ! oh ! I wish my reprobate son had 
seen this ; who, who would he a rake, when such are 
the joys of matrimonial love ? [ExeurU. 

Scene If. — A Farm Houses and View of the Sea. 

Enter Stella. 

Std* So, while my guardian and his wife are en- 
gaged in their new occupations of steward and house- 
keeper, I've stole forth to visit my dear Elinor. 1 
wonder what can induce a girl of her rank and fortune 
to live in this sequestered spot; but whenever I touch 
on the subject, I see it agitates her, and therefore IHl 
distress her no more : ha ! somebody's coming : I'll en* 
ter the house, and, in partaking her society, enjoy the 
only gratification I now know. [Exit into the farm house. 

Enter Mr. Scatter and Eunor Bloomlt. 

Scat, I tell you you're the very thing; I am going 
a dull journey, and want an agreeable companion in 
a post chaise ; come now, I'll bring 3rou safe back, and 
well have such a loving excursion — 

EHnor. This iVom a stnnger ; leave me, I ihrist, Sir. 
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Scat. You're wrong ; upon my soul, you're wrong : 
for J give you fair notice ; I never failed with a wo- 
man in my life : and in this retired spot, where wo 
both want society — 

Elinor. I want no society : I am dependent on tfy- 
self, and feel more happiness in a quiet commanion 
with my own heart, than in the nuisy intercourse with 
mankind. I dare to live alone* . 

ScaL Dare to live alone ! 'gad, that's bold work ; 
for though I'm very fond of myself, I can't stay a mo- 
ment by myself^ 

Elinor. No, Sir; because you have perhaps commit- 
ted actions you cannot bear to reflect on ; and therefore 
you fly to dissipation — game, drink, and insult unpro- 
tected women, only to keep yourself from yourself 
Go on, Sir, and to loss of peace, add loss of health, and 
at last loss of sense and honour. 

Scat. Loss of sense ! 

EUnor. Ay; howoflen is madness the result of vice ? 
I have myself committed errora never to be obliterat- 
ed ; but I sought not relief by heaping crime on 
crime— 110,1 have combated misfortune by penitence, re- 
signation, and dignified retirement. Farewell, Sir, 
and copy my example* 

[ExU into farm house. 

Scat. Well said morality; well said Joseph! ay, 1 
see through all this— this is some girl who has passed 
a month or two at the neighbouring watering place, 
where, by reading novels all the morning, and lattling 
the di«e-box all the evening, her mind has been so 
completely debauched, that the first man that attacked 
her, found the business ready done to his hands ; oh ! 
ten marehing regiments won't corrupt so many women 
in twenty yean, as one watering place will in one 
summer ; however, she has confessed her guilt, and 
therefore— ^ils he is entering the Jiouact Farmer Cqlk 
meeiM him.) 
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Farm. Well, who beest4hoa7 and what do'M (bee 
want? 

ScaU Want f— I want that pretty girl — 

Farm, Rot'un ; I thoaght so— like the rest of the 
^yosng squires hereabout ; all hunting after my new 
■lodger. 

Scat Your lodger! 

Farm, Yees : she landed here from France : her fa- 
ther died at Montpelier, and so she lodges at my house 
till her brother do come to fetch her home. 

Scat. Her brother fetch her ! and, .pray, who the de- 
vil's he ? 

Farm. Why, I think she do call him Sir Eld ward 
Bloomly. 

Scat. Sir Edward ! a baronet's sister ! ha, ha ! well 
said Joseph again — I know the 3ronng profligate. 

Farm. Do ye I well ! it do puzzle me how his sis- 
ter should travel alone from foreign parts : but -she 
sajrs her servant died on the road : and then she pays 
me my rent — that's all I care about ; she pays me my 
money. 

Scat She pays! pooh! Sir Edward pays. Den*t 
you see-she'-s in keeping ? and therefore as I want a 
oompanicm in a po8^chaise, I'll go and convince her— • 

Farm. ^Stopping Am.)«-^fUy — before you pass the 
gate, won^ jrou pay the toU-gathererf 

Scat Hah ! what do you mean ? 

Fann, Mean ! that I do live within two miles of a 
sea-bathing town; and when a Londoner do come 
amongst us, we make it a rule that he sha'n't walk, 
talk, or breathe, without pajring handsomely for it 

Scat Indeed ! that's very kind oi jrou. 

Farm, We mean it so— we mean H kind : for we de 
know yon bring a certain sum to lay out in jaunting 
and idleness ; and the sooner that's got rid of, the soon- 
er you go home to your families and business. 

Scat True: and the sooner I dispose of the dapont 



A coMEmr, IN £ivE acts: 243' 

money, the sooner I shall return to my wife and 
the squire. So— 4iere — and now for the baronet's 
sister. 

Farm. Hauld, hauld — there be company with her 
now; but if you oome in the evening, she'll be alone. 

Seal. Right ; and I've no carriage ready : so I'll go 
to the town, get my dinner,.and return in two hours — 
hah ! who comes here ? 

Csackman, ( WUhoui.) — Our fare,, master ; we will 
have our fare. 

Sponge. (WiOumU) — There~-can you change a hun- 
dred pound note, you scoundrels ? 

FwmL (A«ide.)— Change a hundced pound note ! 
why it can't be — yees, it is ! {l£>okmgoui) — the very 
fellow who laBt summer introduced himself to me and 
my wife; and though we laboured night and day to 
get him out of our house, icod ! he did breakfast, dine 
and sup wi' jus for a whole month togetlier. 

Spunge.^ ( Wi/Aoii/..)~-Natural enough'- no-change? I 
ewe it you, I owe it you. 

Farm. There, he owes it thenh: he canft pay the 
fare of his stage coach, and is coming to borrow of me- 
—how shall I shake the rascal off? — I have it : I'll fi& 
him on> the Londoner ^-^Atide,) — Sir, do'st know this- 
gentleman? 

Scat NotlVhe seems a strange creature: who i» 
he? 

Farmu His name be S^unge :; he be son of one of 
your LondoDi tradesfolk, and is so good tempered-^ell» 
•uchatories, and sings sucb songs,, that he be welcome- 
•very where ! then he'll show thee how to live cheap f 

SoaL Will he ? that'a the veiy thing I want to know 
—I'll talk to him. 

Farm. Doey, doey-^a, ha ? I've got rid of him — 
ha, ha ! I'll mark the end on't ; I'll see one cockuej^ 
L fool of the other. 
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Enter Spungi, foBamed by Uoo Coachmkn. 

l^. Coachman. Come, come : the twelve thilliogi, 
or else-— (Laying hold of him.) 

Spunge. If you caii't change a hundred pound note, 
I owe it you, I owe it you ; (^Sees Scatter) — Oh, thif 
is lucky — this gentleman, perhaps — ^will yon be ao 
kind, Sir? — cash a hundred pounds, Sir? 

Scat I really hav'n't so much cash aboat me, or 
else — 

Spunge. As yon say — ^not so much gold, but ploDty 
of silver ; so be good enough — just give these men 
twelve shillings — thank ye, Sir — under infinite oUiga- 
tions — ^lierc, rascals, take your money frj^m this gentle- 
man — take it, I say. (Scatter, after some hesitatkm, 
pays il.) There, l>egone ! (Coachmen exeunt) eternally 
obliged — for ever indebted— never re-pay you— 4mt 
your namor^favour mc with your name— to Whom am 
1 debtor ? ( Taking out a pocket book.) 

Scat. My name is Scatter — Richard Scatter, Sir: 
but never think of it; I don't mind a guinea or two— 
particularly when they're not my own.* — (Aside,) 

Spunge. *Richard Scatter' — { Writes it down)'^eh(- 
or twelve shillings: pshaw! can't remember silvw; 
give me nine shillings; that will make it a goinee, 
then neither of us will forgot it: {Takes the money) — 
and yuiir house, where's your house, Dick ? 

Scatter. I have no house ; I'm on a vuut 

Spunge. A visit! oh! a saving 8r:heme; natural 
enough — that's right, Dick, live on your friends. WeU, 
what are their names ? 

Scatter. Why, if you must know, I'm on a viait at 
Woodland Grove. 

Spunge. Woodland Grove !— know it well : be with 
you in an hour. What time do you dine 7 

Scat. Dine! oh, you must excuse me there; Mr. 
Woodland is a man who sees no -company. 
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SpuTtge. Don't distress younelf : don't let him put 
him^lf out of the way on my account : plainest eater 
in the world : mutton, beef, veal — aU the same to me; 
only rather particular in my wine : must have burgun- 
dy ; always drink burgundy, and iced : mind its iced, 
Dick. , 

• Scat . Very likely : but I am not at ray own house, 
and Mr. Woodland is, of all men — 

Spunge. The man I wish to know — how are the 
beds! 

( W(dki up the stage.) 

Scat, Beds ! curse the fellow ! I can't help laughing 
at his impudence. Why, Farmer, is this showing nie 
how to live cheap ? 

Farm. Yees ; its the wfy he taught me last sum- 
mer — ^ha ! ha ! I'm main glad on't ; - I've got rid of 
him : good day, measter. ^ 

Spunge. {Meeting Cole.) — ^What, Cole! how's your 
wife. Cole I — sorry I can't stay to dine with yon : en- 
gaged with this gentleman — but supper^-^be with you 
to supper: you know my way; free and easy — never 
wait for an invitation : come, Dick. ( Taking Scatter'b 
arm.) 

Scat. No, Sir ; I beg I majm't deprive your fi-lend 
of the pleasure of your company : the truth is, I'm not 
going to dine at Woodland Grove. 

Spunge. Kg! 

SoaL No : I meiui to dine alone at the hotel — 

Spunge. Better and better ; hate large parties ; ne- 
ver get any thing hot or good : women eat all the 
choice bits; fat of venison, backs of hares, and liver- 
wings of fowls— like a t£te-i-tdte dinner-— so come, 
Dick. 

Farm. {Aside fo Scattkr.)— Tou may as well go at 
once — ^he vron't quit diee. 

Scat. So it seems; and as I hate dining «,Uiaft<» WV 

21 
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indulge him. Mind now, I shall return in a couple of 
hours, and let there be nobody in the house ; lor if the 
lady is refractory, we'll combine and Ibfce her-^ 

Farm. I understand ; I'll be ready: guod day,Mea»> 
ter Spunge ; and na doey— Kloey, £)r once in yoar life, 
pay your reckoning, will ye f 

Spunge. Pay my reckoning i who does it better? 
don't I sing a good song ? and am I to pipe and pay 
too ? no ; let the dull dogs pay the piper : be with yoa 
to supper, Cole. Come, Dick ; ami aAer a bottle or 
two of burgundy, r 11 give you a specimen^— ' Come, 
jolly Bacchus, &c.' [ExemL 



AQT II. 

Scene I. — An Aparlmeni in OldWoodl.and'8 Hotut; 
glass doors in tite flat scene, end the gcarden son 
through them. Table with tea, ^c.,. upon it— -side- 
board toithfruil upon it 

Enter Old and Young Woodlanix 

Wood. Why, zounds, sir, you don't pretend to love 
the lady in the forest still ? 

Young Wood, Not love her, Sir ! why did I leave 
Marseilles? why travel night and day in pursuit of 
her ? u hy, but to tell her, my uncle caused our se- 
paration, entreat her pardon, and never leave her 
more ? 

^Yood. Never leave her ! but for your uncle then, 
you would have married her? you would have dis- 
graced your family, Sir ? 

Young Wood. Disgraced my fiimily ! what, by act- 
ing like a man of honour, Sir ? 

Wood. Honour ! there now ! he has got all the 
fashionable words. Look ye. Sir, if you had had lest 
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honour and more honesty, you would not have seduced 
the girl at all; but come, I've all a father's weakness 
about me ; and if you will but give up the pursuit, 
and marry a rich wic^w — 

Young Wood* Marry another, Sir ?— 

Wood. Ay, why not, Sir ? 

Young Wood. Never! she sacrifiGed every thing to 
me ; and if so poor an ofier as my hand, can wipe away 
her tears, shall I refuse it ? no. Sir, I'm not the harden- 
ed villain you think me. 

Wood. You are ; and youll break your old father's 
heart ; oome, now, Tom, do oblige me— do marry the 
widow, and forget — 

Young Wood. Sir, you have ever been a fond, indul- 
gent parent, and it cuts me to the soul to disobey you ; 
but if we meet again, not e'en for jrou, will I a second 
time desert a girl whom love and gratitude for ever 
bind me to. 

Wood. Mighty well, Sir ! then with all this pure 
love, bow came you to be seen walking arm and arm 
with Stella — now, not half an hour ago, near Farmer 
Cole's house ? 

Young Wood. I met her there by accident— > 

Wood. Don't tell me : she was locked np in London 
on your account ; and if you come here to interrupt 
the domestic happiness of my neice and her husband 
—why, what do you smile at. Sir? 

Young Wood. Sir, I beg your pardon, but — 

Wood. I say their domestic happiness. Mr. Scatter 
is now gone to purchase an estate for me ; Fve given 
him plenty of deposit money ; and had 3roa seen the 
afiectionate parting between him and his' wife ! oh, 
there was oormnbial love — therer-( Young W.Iot^As) 
— ^what I again ? begone ; leave the room. Sir. 

Young Wood. Sir. I— 

Wood. No reply ; begone, and hark ye. Sir, if yoa 
don't reform, I may chance to reward them with the 
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bank and the eitate ; no man of intrigue-— no man of 
llishion, ihall be my heir ; you comprehend; begone — 
(Young Woodland exU.}-~-Yet, yea, Mr. Scatter un- 
derstand i« businctis ; he is domettic* aober and indnr- 
trious : and since I am too old to manage the bank 
myself, and this rogue of a son ia unfit for the office. I 
can't select a better partner. {SiU down to lea.)— Ay, 
ay, Mr. Scatter may be trusted. 

Spunge. ( Without.) — Dick's not come home, yoa my! 

Wood. lia ! who's this ? 

Spunge. {Without) — Don't mind me; I'll find ny 
way. {Enters.) — Ua, Squire, how are you. Squire? — lea 
on the table ! the very thing ; after wine, no;hing Uke 
souchong. {Sift doum^ taket cup and aaucer, ^-c.) 

Wood. Amazing! who can it be? 

Spunge. {Putting sugar into his tea-cup.) — Long 
wished for the honour of your acquaintaince. Squire ; 
Horry I couldn't come to dinner ; now I've ibund Biy 
way, oilen pop in at pudding time : (Eating bread tmd 
butter) — get better butter tliough ; don't like your but- 
ter: {Sipping his tea) — ^your tea, too — not half atniiig 
enough! (Emptying the canister into thepai.) 

Wood. Hallo! what the devil are you about? 

Spunge. So, Dick Scatter'a not come home !— diuak- 
en rascal! 

Wood. Drunken rascal! who? what ? BfCr. Scatter^ 

Spunge. We dined at the hotel ; toesed four bottles 
of burgundy; Dick reeled off an hour ago, and I came 
here to pay a short visit. — No cream ! — now you're up, 
ring the bell.-^(WooDLAND is seated at this timUs) 

Wood. Ring the bell! why, what ia all thia? Mr. 
Scatter dine at the hotel ! — answer me. Sir, do yon say 
you know Mr. Scattei^? 

Spunge. Known him these twenty years; a right 
good felbw Dick is — Olives fast, drinks hard, play!( 
deep ; and then he toU me a new mode of raising 
money. 
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Wood. Did fie t what was it ? 

iSpunge. Why, he told me — ring for some toast, will 
you? ^, . 

Wood, Pbhaw !— t<iniist— what is his new mode of 
raising money ' 

Spunge, You shall hear — pay court to an old rela- 
tion; get employed to purchase an estate; touch the 
deposit money, and spend it on women and buigundy. 

Enter Mrs. Scatter. 

How d'ye do ? how d'ye do ? 

^frt, Scat. Sir* — ( l/noftwmng-)— Pray, uncle, who 
is that gentleman 7 

Wood. Why, don't you know him f he has been 
acquainted with your husband these twenty years: 
th^ dined together at the hotel, and drank burgundy 
with my depoait money. 

3frf. Scat. Impossible ! Mr. Scatter has no such ao- 
f]uaintance. (Spunge nods to her) — what do you nod 
at me for ? I never saw you. 

Spunge. O, what, you cut, do you ? you don't re- 
member 1 used to see you at Lady Redfigure's punting 
and cocking, and — ^I say, Squire, you go halves, I sup- 
pose? 

Wood. Go halves, Sir ? 

Spunge. She keeps a &ro bank, and you divide the 
profits: 'ponmysoul, you've dressed your character 
admirably ; you look more like a flat, than a sharp*- 
ha ! ha ! natural enough ; but I can't stay — engaged 
to sup at Farmer Cole's, and never break an appoint- 
ment. My next visit shall be longer. (Pi//t some 
peacltes in his pocket.) Adieu ! 

Mrs. Scat. Sir, I insist on your staying. 

Wood. And so do I : I insist 3rou don't leave my 
house till 

Spunge. There ; this is always the case : never go 
any where, they don't insist on Tny «\si^\tv%. '^krCx 

21* 
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despair, I'll give you . enough of 1117 company. — ^To- 
morrow—let me see — where do I dine to-morrow ? 
oh, here ;•— I'll dine here. 

Wood, Will you ? I should liS^ to see you. 

SpuHge. I know it. I know you'll like to see roe ; 
and therefore^ I'll be here at four, punctually at four; 
and, d'ye nnnd — burgundy, I always drink burgundy : 
and some trout, get some trout, the red trout ; damn 
all (rthers. Squire, yours; lady Redfigure, yours — 
die may cut, but Til come again — ^Ck>me, joUy Bac- 
chus,* d&c [£n7. 

Wood. Fm petrified ; Fm —but Fll follow him, and — 

ikfrf. Scat, Don't trouble yourself; J see through the 
whole trick ; he is employed by your son. 

Wood, My son ! 

3&& Scat You heard him say he was going to fitf* 
mer Cole's, the very place where Mr. Woodland jnt 
seen with Stella ; and it is evidently a consptnicy to min 
me and my dear husband. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. A letter for Miss Stella, madam. [Exit. 

Mrs. Scat. Oh ! — ^this may, perhaps, give further in- 
formation. — {Opens letter, and reads.) — * Dear Stella, 
•—If you love me as you profess, meet me at Fanner 
Cole's house directly : I have something particular to 
communicate.' There, they're all gone to hatch mis- 
chief together. 

Wood. (Looking at the 2etter.)— Why, tMs is not 
Tom's hand! 

3ir8. Scat Very likely : but who else can it come 
jOkmu ? however, this is no time for parleying ; in Mr. 
Scatter's absence, I must go and look after his ward. 

Wood, Stay, I'll go with you ; and if I find Tom at 
the farm-house— 'if I find he is concerned in the cod- 
spiFacy, I'll disinherit him ; and, as for his companion — 

i&s. 8eaL Oh, he is only an agent 
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Wood. No matter: in fashionable life, it may be 
termed good breeding, to come uninvited to your 
house, and eat, drink, and pocket your property ; but Vm 
a magistrate, and know what the law is. — If a man 
jsteals your wife, jrou can only bring an aotion against 
him ; but, if he snares your game, or robs jrour or- 
chard — oh, those are real, serious iiyuries ; and h'm 
neck—- his neck ought to answer for them ! 

lExeunt. 

ScEKE n. — An Apartmeni in Farmer Cole'b House ; 
a door injlat scene'; table with candles on ii. 

Enter £unor and Stella. 

Stella. Yes, I had set out before your letter arrived 
^what were the contents, Ellinor? 

Elinor. I wrote to you for advice, Stella : my bro- 
ther promised to be here yesterday; and when he 
knows, that, in consequence of my servant's death, 1 
am left alone, and unprotected — 

Stdla. Well, well ; Yorkshire is a long way off 

EUnor. It is ; but I fear, Stella — 
. Stella. What, my friend ? 

EUnor. That he is angry with me : that he will up- 
braid, abandon me. 

Stella. Abandon you! for what ?— hark ! I hear a 
carriage.* perhaps it*s he. {Lookittg ouL) — See! a post 
diaise and four — no, as I live, it's my guardian ! 

Elinor. The very man that insulted me : what can 
he want? 

Stdla. What, indeed ? perhaps your letter has fellcn 
into his hands, and he is come to take me away. Hare, 
let's step into this room, and observe. — {They enter 
door in flat scene.) 

Enter Scattkr, drunk, and Farmer Cols. 
Scat. Oh ! I left him at the hotel, pouring downbuc- 
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gundy : he*8 a drunken rascal, and noC fit compsnjr tar 
a regular, steady, sober banker. 

Farm. Banker! odratun! what, behest thee a banker? 

Scat No, not yet ; but I shall be in a day or two ; 
and then, farmer, if you've any loose moneyr 111 take 
care of it for you. 

Farm. WiU ye? 

Scat I'll act fairly by you : and to proTe it^ if youll 
be tny cnatomer, I'll be ymirs : put your money into my 
bank, and Til buy all my hay and com of you-^— you take 
me— -that's mutual accommodati(Hi. 

Farm. I see ; thee'il buy my com, and pay me with 
my own money. 

Scat No; you're wrong; I'll not pay for it with 
any body's money. Where's Miss Bloomly. 

Farm. Mum ! she's in that room. 

Scat. Then she's mine, and — 

Farm. (Stopping kipi.) — ^Hauld ; hauld : you fbigot 
one thing — in case she's obstropulous, hadn't you bet- 
ter bribe the post-boys ? 

Scat. Right : we must haye our charioteers in our 
intj^iest, so we'll go instract them. {Takes outapuraeJ) 
— We'U go deposit some more of old Woodland's de-' 
posit raatiey. Damme, I roust buy the estate a bar- 
gain; at least, I can't give much for it, because I 
sha'n't have much leA to give. 

Farm. I say, though, measter, I hope youll bring 
my lodger safe home again. 

Scat I will, as I'm a man of honour; and when she 
knows who I am, farmer — oh, what woman will re- 
fuse 41 banker ? 

Farm. Why, many; for in general your bankers 
ben't over young. 

Scat. What then ? love has it's price, my boy : and 
whicl^ is most able to buy the best commodity, a rich 
old banker, or a poor young man of fashion ? The city 
is the great eommercial market ; and yon may take 
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your oath of tiiis, farmer, that while one heart is lust in 

James-fltreet there are fifty sold in Lombard-street. 

Come along: oh, this is life ! this is glorious! [Exeunt. 

• 
Elinor and Stelx^. come forward. 

Elinor, What's to be done? dragged from my re- 
treat, forced away by vilhuns ! oh, my brother, why 
are you not near lo protect me ? 

Stella, Why, indeed 7 poor girl ! what will become 
of her f is there no way to escape? whore does this 
door lead to ? 

Elinor. It leads to the bock gate, and there's our 
only hope. Come, Stella. 

Spunge. ( WUkoul.)—> Come, jolly Bacchus,' &c. 

EUnor. Tis in vain: one of them is coming this way. 

SuUa. So there he is; he's coming to force her into 
the carriage. Don't be frightened, Elinor; we'll stand 
or fall together. 

• Enter Spunge. 

Spunge. Cole! holloa, Cole! whati no cbthlaid? 
tip preparation for supper ? here's treatment ! invite a 
man to his house, and provide nothing for him. Ha ! 
{See$EiASOK and Stella) — a party, 1 suppose: a ru- 
111 rout ; and we're to sup in the best room ; lup in 
fltj^e. How d'ye do ? how d'ye do ? {Adoancvng and 
nodding,) 

StdUu Keep oflf, I insist. Sir. 

Spunge, Few people of rank in this part of die 
world ; indeed not a soul but mjrself. However, 1 shall 
have a companion now ; Sir Ekiward Bloomly ia arriv- 
ed ! just 'lighted at the hotel. 

Stella. Sir Edward arrived! there's joyful news, 
ETmor. 

Spunge. Don't know him ? sooq shall : then I'll in- 
troduce you. Hem ! how we stare, and smile, and 
afie*. love at first sight : natural enough ! 
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Stella. Nay, if we can bat extricate ourselvet froa 
this brute : suppose "we try to pass him 7 Sir, with your 
leave — 

Spunge. And, Miss, with ^our leave. Til oondurt 
you to the supper-room. {Offering to take her Aa»i.)— 
Don't be alarmed ; Fll be merciful ; I'll pity 3^011 : by 
all that's tender, V)\ pity you. 

Stella. Pity us ! why, surely, we can't be mistaken, 
perhaps he i^n't one of the party. I'll ask him.*»Si, 
did you, or did yon not, come here vrith Mr. Scatter T 

Spunge. With Dick? what, is Dick in thii hocnf 
oh, the drunken rascal ! this is where he reeled to : 111 
have him out. — Dick I-^ (Calling him.) 

SteBa. Ay, call him, Sir : call him to complete ywr 
infamous designs : to triumph o'er a poor defencelns 
woman! ob, Elinor! he shall not force you from Be.. 

Spunge. Force her ? 

Stella. Yes, Sir ; force her from this house. And 
you would join in the dishonorable transaction f-— yea 
would assist"— 

Spunge. Oh. no ! not I. 

Stella. What, won't you? won't you take part 
against us ? 

Spunge. No : came here to eat a good supper ; and 
curse me, if I spoil my appetite ! I wish to live chcafv 
not unhappily. 

Stella. Indeed ! will you befriend us, then I 

Spunge. To be sure I will. Love the whde sex : 
if they've faults to others, they've none to me. Men 
8ay they're expensive : I never found them so ; for 
though I can't always coax them out of their aflec- 
tions, I'm suroU5 wheedle them out of good dinneisf 
and then they laugh, and call me the pantry lover: ha, 
ha ! the pantry lover ! natural enough. 

Stella. Generous man ! — and now, if you will bnl 
conduct this lady to her brother, Sir Edwaid BJoomly— 

Spunge. Sir Edward ! what ! hit aiater ? 
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Elinor. I am, Sir ; and if ray brother's friendship 
can be of any service to you, I'll answer for it that his 
house, table, and purse — 

Spunge. Say no more. * Come, jolly Bacchns !' — 
I*m snug for life : once in a baronet's houses the devil 
can't get roe out again : come along. 

Scat (WUhout)~-!'Wa.tch. the back gates; mind she 
<Ion*t escape that way. 

SteOa. Ther»-rT-the house is surrounded ; and he, 
though well incliaed, can't fight against them all. 

Sptmge, No; that I can't ; I can't fight; I disposed 
oT all my courage on one occasion ; I fought a duel ; 
and my hair has stood onendeversincer^however,we 
may manoeuvre : let me Bee~«<- 

Elinor. I iiear then) coming— iroh, my friend ! 

Spunge. I have it ; we will fight him ; but it shall 
be with his own weapona-nrdarkness : fint, out go the 
candles ; and now each lay hold of ao arm, and two to 
one but we ail sup with Sir Edward ; no matter what 
he gives us ; I'd rather drink small beer with a gentle- 
nan, than buigunjly with a 8coundreL-K*(Ei^iNOR Aa« 
hold of me ar}»-«^n|LLA of the o(A«r,)^^Hu8h ! not a 
fvord! 

^nier Scatter. ( T/te al^g e u dark. ) 

ScaU In the dark! what! afraid of showing your 
blushes, ray little moralist ? soA ! I he«r her ; (lAy* 
kdi of STELLi)<wthere-wI have you. 

Spunge. Natural enough, 

[Exit with EUNOR. 

ScoL There £ I told ypu i i^ever failed with a wo* 
nan. And uow-ip- < 

E^er Woodland^ Mrs. Scattkb, and two SfRVANTf. 

teOh Hgkia. 

Mn, Scat. Look ! I knew I was right ; there's Stella- 
^ Wood. And there's my son .- why Tom ; you n^i^- 
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bate — {Pulling Scatter round.) — Zounds! iti Umt 
banker* * 

Mrs. Scat Heavens! whereas youn^ Woodland. 
th6nT 

Scat Where's little morality i 

Wood. And whereas my deposit money? hx>k yo: 
Dvhere is it, sir ? 

Scat It's here ; it's there — (Putting hit htxnd on eocA 
pocket) — ^it's every where : but the girl ; surely it ysw 
her I laid hold of; {Sees Mrs. Scatter) — no, it was 
Kitty ; damme, there's connubial love for jtsa ; I was 
going to elope with my own wife; bot mum— -she's in 
that room ; steady ; I'm ofE 

Mrs. Scat. Stay, Sir ; I insist on an explanatioii. 

Wood. Ay, Sir ; what we want n an mdentanding' 

Scat. Give me 3rour hand ; you're a d - ' d bonesl 
feUow ; you do want an understanding ; its lucky ier 
you I've enough for both ; enough to keep your ac- 
(»unts, manage your bank, and dispose of yourdepont 
money. So good iiigbt; and make yourself CHy. 
Look, here it is; here's^ the purclaiie^noneyw— ^(AW- 
if^ up a pttr8e.y—l toil you what, though ; if dw aoe- 
tioneer don't make haste, I shall be beforehand with 
him. Going — going — gone. {Esnt. 

Wood. He's worse than my son. He shall never 
enter my doors again ! and for you, Min Stdla— an- 
swer me, who wrote you this letter ? 

StdUu It was written by a young lady who lodges 
* at this house. 

Wood. Girl, girl, you're as bad as your guardian ; 
butoome, let's leave him, let's- go home. (Mas. Scat- 
ter weq^) — ^Nay ! I don't involve you in h|i crimes; 
I beliove jrou're as much deceived as m>'aelf ; only I 
beg we may hear no more of conjugal afiection : Fve 
had quite enough of that ibr my life-time. 

Hhs. Seat. Nay, untie, what motivt eta Mr. Scat- 
ter have? 
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Wood. What motive ! why, the love of fashion, to 
be aura ; and to do him justice, he'll succeed eminent- 
ly ; for fashion is ever obtained by such profligate 
conduct as his and my son's, and nev^r by Actions of 
virtue, generoBity, or humanity. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — Outside of a Hotel in a Secuport Toutti. — 
SpUNGE crosses the stage, and ririgs at the hell. 

» 

Spunge. Now fiif it«-4iow to be introduced to Sir 
Edward.. (William enters from* the hotel-y-^Coaie, 
show me to him — ihow. me to him. 

Will. Sir, my master's not at home — he's gone to . 
t bathe. 

Spunge^ Hum! next time he goes to bathe, bid "him 
take his elbow with him ; look, see it slicking dut of 
that window. Come# Vm his sister'a friond-^-saw her 
hoowriaft 'night; top late to be intfodaced thenr— 3o 
pfomlBed to call in fito morning. 

Will Oh, if you're Miss Glinor's friend, I'm sure 
Sir Edward will be glad to see you — never was bro* 
ther so fond of his sister ; and he would have be«n 
here three days ago, if the gout hadn't attacked him 
on the road. 

Spunge. The gout ! Oh, Vm glad he has the gout : 
that's a sign he feeds high, and drinks burgundy. • 
Pray, now, between ourselves, what sort of a fellow is 
Sk.Edward? 

. WiU. One of the best living : he is, perhaps, some- 
whtit hasty in his temper ; but he is young — 

Spunge. Young ! what, about thirty ? 

Will. Thirty! he's not sixteen ! 

Spunge. Not sixteen ! • , , 

Will. No] a ward in chancery, Sir: and what's very 

22 
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extraordinary, he Aow knows more of the M:orId than 
any of his ancestors did at three times his age — why, 
'tis but a month ago he fought a duel. 

Spunge. A duel ! zounds, I knew the breed of boys 
was pretty fur ward, but never heard of such a forced 
(lanX as this is. A duel ! how was it ? ' 

Will. You shall hear. Sir. An old schuol-fellow ul 
his, a Mr. Woodland, having been swindled and ar- 
rested by one of your stockjobbing gentry, my master 
paid the debt ; and Mr. Woodland was no sooner gone 
abroad, than the stockjobber made more demand*— 
which Sir Edward wouldn't pay ; on this, words en- 
sued ; he ridiculed my master's youth : this he laugh- 
ed at ; but when the stockjobber called Mr. Woodbuid 
a scoundrel. Sir Edward was so enraged, thathestrudt 
him, and a challenge was the consequence. 

Spuvge. Well, and did the boy fight ? 

Wm. Did he ? ay ; and the first shot lamed the 
stockjobber for life — hit him in the hip. 

Spunge. What, made him a lame duck ?- I'm glad oi 
it : and if he'd ollbn go and take a day's t»hootiiig al 
the stock exchange, it would be Auch ibr the heiihh 
of the nation: but here he comes; here's the little hero. 

[Exit WiLUAJi. 

Bkiter Sir Edward and Elinor, /rom the hateU 

minor. Tou are, indeed, much altered, brother, 
since I and poor father went to Montpelier; tis three 
• years ago ; and you were then a school-boy — 

Edw. No ; I was a m&n then. * I've been a man tbcee 
five years : and when men i^t sixty aflect to be boyt 
why shouldn't fapys at fifteen aiSeet to be men 7 besides, 
is wisdom confined to age? mayn't I have seen as 
much of the world* in* one year, as a pedant has in 
twenty ? oh ! when you know all, Elinor, you'll find 
I'm a match for a%y mad living. 

Elinor. Think not I complain; you are kind bt* 
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yond my wishes ; and if I thought we should never 
part — 

Edw. Part ? never ! unless either of us marry ; and, 
as for me, marriage is much too young a trick for a 
man of my experience : but you had a long journey, 
Elinor, aHer my p(x>r father's death ; and, now I think 
on't, how came you to travel incog, f why change your 
name to Campbell ? 

EUnor. Because I thought obscurity my best pro- 
tection ; and whilst the name of Bloomly might lead 
to inquiry, i thought that of Campbell — but we'll talk 
on*t no more ; I am happy now. and unless you are 
lured from roe, by the charms of fashionable life — 

^w. Oh, that's quite gone by ; I saw the folly of 
that many, many years ago : yes, I saw the iblly of 
fiishionable life soon after I left my nursery ; so don't 
be afmid of thai rival, EUnor. 

^punge, (Advancing.) — Can refrain no longer:— 
8ir£dward,you*re right welcome, SirEdward f alvirays 
happy to Uike merit by the hand : on a first acquaint- 
ance, never saw a person I took such a fancy to : so 
elegant, so generous; and then your hitting the stock- 
jobber—oh, I'll stick to you through life ! 

Elinor. ( To Sir Edward, who is ostonttAed.)— Tis 
the gentleman I told you of; he was most friendly to 
me on an occasion it is now unnecessary to mentk>n. * 

Edw. Oh, if that's the case, I shall be happy to be 
better acquainted, yi^hen will you dine with me, 
Sir? 

Spunge. When will I not dine with you 7-«to-day, 
to-morrow ; in short, death alone shall (tert us. I'll go 
order dinner — 

Edw. Stay ; my sister will take that trouble. Go 
in, Elinor ; and when I've visited my friend, TU re- 
turn. Oh, thisre is one thing I forgot to ask after — a 
thing I value more than all my father's fortune : hie 
picture— 
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Elinor. {Alarmed.) — ^Hia picture ! 

EdvD. Ay : the one he took with him toMontpelier. 
Wbyr what's the matter? what agitates you ? is it 
lost? 

Elinor. It is ; and under such circumstances — Ob» 
do not, do not upbraid me, brother. 

Edw. Upbmid you ! not for the world ; I'm only 
sorry thtft I asked after it : upbraid you! iKifsether}^ 
there ; think.on't .no .more. [Elinor exit. 

Enter Wiluajt. 

. WiU. Sir, the curricle is ready. [ExiL 

Spunge. The curricle ! so it is:eome along; (JLajfS 
hold q/" Edward)-^ *11 drive you. 

EdiD. You drive me ! well, you shall, and to Wood- 
land Grave, if you know the way— - 

Spunge. Know the way! bless you; I'm quite at 
home at Woodland Grove; drank tea there yesterday ; 
meoiit to dine there lo-day ; good fruit, but bad but- 
ter. Come, I'll whip you along, I say, though — you 
are young, and Dick Scatter and his wife are knowing 
bands ; pigeon you at faro ; cassino. 

Edw. Will ihey ? I wish they'd try. 

Spunge. Don't ; they'll coax you on ; let you win 
at flntL 

Edw. I know it ; and that's the way I win at lost ; 
that's the way I last winter broke two faro bonks .- 
ruined a. score of blacklegs, and paid the debts of & 
distretised and unfortunate relation. 

Spunge. Oh, come along ; yoa don't want my in- 
suructions, I gee. » 

Edw. No ; you may save yourself the trouble. Why^ 
at twelve years old, when I was a boy at Eton, I rode 
a sweepstakes at Newmarket : at thirteen I went the 
grand tour ; at fourteen I came to London ; was elect- 
ed member of all the fashionable clubs, and laid out 
fur by all the notorious match-makers : but it woolda't 
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do ; I was too old for them ; ha, ha, you grown up peo- 
ple think yourselves vastly clever ; but you forget 
** men are but children of a larger growth." [Elxeunt. 

Scene II. — A Romn in Woodland's Houae; Qlaas 
Door* leading to a Garden : Pictures. 

Enter Mrs. Scatter. 

Mr», Scat, So ; our affairs go on deligktfally : though 
nf uncle hasn't forgot the fiarni-house adventure, or 
forgiven my husband ; yet my influence is so great, 
that young Woodland is about to undergo a closet lec- 
ture for having laughed at my nick-name of Shep- 
herdess; the old gentleman vows he'll turn him out of 
doors if he persists in •ridiculing my pastoral disposition. 
Ay, ay ; his bank and estate will bia ours stilL 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, here's a young gentleman who says 
his name is Sir Edward Bloomly. 

Mrs, Scat. Sir Edward ! oh the pretty chicken ! he's 
an old friend of my husband's, so show him up direct- 
ly. {Exit Servant.) Dear, how unlucky, we mustn't 
play at cards in this house ! however, I'll return the 
visit, and then — here he is ; I must go put myself in or- 
der to receive him; sweet little innocence; oh, I 
wmildn't take five thousand for his feathers. 

Enter Sir Edward and Servant. 

Edw, Ha, ha ! I shouldn't be surprised if I neyer see 
Mr. Spunge and my curricle again; he insisted on 
driving it five miles further, and I could hardly per- 
suade him to call for me on his way home; he's the 
•trangcst creature; but where's my friend? where's 
Woodland? 

Serv. Mr. Woodland! Sir, I thought you wanted 
my mistress. 

22* 
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Edw. No, Sir, I wont Mr. Woodland — call him di* 
rt'CiIy — {Exit Servant) — in the mean time as I am a 
connoisseur in pictures— (N/^yiM/? <* picturey--mDl 
portrait of a little hoy, pooh; u little girl too ; upon my 
word, very intellectual subjects; I suppose "we've a 
(loll or a cradle in the middle. No, this seems aome* 

thing in my own way, something manly heavena! 

it can't be — it is — my father's portrait ! the same he 
took with him lo Montjielier; how came it here 1 who 
brought it lo tlMs house? here's Woudland ; I'll sift 
this business to the l)ottom. 

Enter Young Woodland. 

Yotwff Wood. Edward ! — my friend, my youthful 
benctacior, how am I to thank thee? to give me libe^ 
ly, and risk your life — 

&lw. Nay, that's all past, and I am glad to see you, 
\V(A)dhnd—--{ShaJking harirJs) — but before "we talk on 
other subjects, do tell mo how that picture came in 
this houso? 

Young Wood. {Much agUated.) — ^That picture! 

Edw. Ay, that; that reverend head; 1 saw it in a 
gallery abroad — 

Young Wood. {Eagerly.) — Do you know whom il 
resembles ? 

Edw. No, don't you, Woodland ? 

i OMw^ Wood, Would to heaven I did — •]![ I coaU 
find him, ho might restore a treasure to me. Oh Ed- 
ward, I'm the veriest wretch alive. 

Edw. {Taking his hand,) — Woodland, what has hap- 
pened ? tell me ; confide in me ; nay, nay, I would 
trust you ! 

Young Wood. You would, and therefore I'll dir 
<lo8e a story to you — sit down. — {Theif sit) One over 
ing at Marseilles ; 'sdeath, the recollection— ( Weeft- 

Edw, Go on ; if you love me, go on. 

Young Wood, Well, then, one evening, while Wf 



ing in a jbieit n«ai Maneilln, 1 nw two women in 
the hands of lobbers; one ihef had woanded, and 
were abaui ta destroy Ihe Othet. whe* I snatched the 
pistui Trvm [he rufltan't hand, and, in (ha end, fought 
and diepened Theni- 

Eda. Well, that waa veiy heroic; but Ihe piclmg ; 
come to Ihe picnire. 

Young Wood^ Be padiml; they proved lo be an 
Bngliah lady and her lervaDi. travelling Ironi Monl- 
pelier— 

Edui. From Monlpelier, way you ) 

Yoaitg Wmd. Ay, and now mark ihe deep Tillanjr 
of him you call yaat friend : Ihe aervant being wound- 
ed, end unable to travel, I proposed conduciing them 
to Iho nearest inn, and there, alter paaaing many days 
nione — oh thai Ihe lale had ended there ; but 'iwm 
decreed — the waa betrayed, and I undone for ever. 

Eda. You dared ml! 

Yamg Woai. It ia too trae ; Ihe lime, (be place, 
the circumsfonce ; ifae gratefbl and unaaapectiDgi I 
ireocherouB and deceivii^j in shorl, under a mosiso- 
lenin promise of marriage, she fell a viclim lo my am ; * 
and I rescued her &om aseaHins, only to give a deffper 

Edw. Her name— what waa her name T 

Young Wood. Elinor Campbell. 

Edw. (Ri'atg.)—Yoa are a villain— the wont of 
villains. 

Yoang Woed. 1 grant I am a villain; but ralbar pi- 
ty— 

Edm. Pi^ 1 no. Sir ; all the tears I have, nill bs 
ihed for her, poor girl ; poor Elinor; (Weepi) — don't 
Auicy this proceeds from weakness, Sir ; for with the 
feelings of a boy, you know i havotheipirilof aman; 
but go on. 'Sir, — how came you by (he picture ? 

Yoiivg Wood. In her hurry to eicapo from me. she 
lofl it behind her ; and not knowing her family or 
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place of residence, I preserved it as the only meant of 
discovering her ; I keep it as a talisman, Edwaidv— 
(Edward toeep» on.) — Kind, sjrmpathising boyl— (Ni, 
had my uncle but possessed these feelings ; had he» 
like him, thus felt compassion for an unknown 8iifliM>> 
er, she had not been deserted, nor I been ever wretch- 
ed. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, your father desires to see jrou in his study 
immediately : he is now waiting. [Exit ScRviirr. 

Young Wood. I'll come to him : you see we*re in* 
terrupted; but wait till I return, a^d I'll convinea 
you — 

Edw. Convince me — ^hark ye, Sir, take my advice; 
don't pursue her ? 

Young Wood. Not pursue her ? 

Edw. No, Sir ; she may have relations ; she may have 
a brother, an affectionate brother. Sir ; who, to gratijjr 
his own resentment, would not mind exposing his sii> 
ter's shame ; but I, Sir — 

Young Wood. You — why, how— 

Edw. True, how does it concern me ? her name's 
Campbell — she's not my sister ; no, if she were, Fd 
blow your wicked brains out ; but why am't you gone, 
Sir ? don't you hear your &ther's waiting ibr jrou f go, 
go. Woodland ; I'll wait till you return. 

' [Eltit WOODLAKB. 

£^10. (Alone.) — How I could have beat him: with 
what pleasure I could have broke every bone in his 
infamous composition : what shall I do ? shall I, by tiie 
hackneyed mode of marriage— marriage ! what, sacii- 
fice her to a man she must detest ? no, I disdain such 
paltry reparation. Shall I then challenge him > or 
shall I conceal my sister's shame, and triumph over my 
own animosity ?---that will be true courage ; that will 
be acting like a man, and thereibre — {SwaUowuig his 
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anger) — away, all puerile, petty incllnatioti ; Til smo- 
ther my resentment, if I burst : and yet, I should like to 
touch him, just gently throttle him for half an hour ;-^ 
oh, villain, villain ! 

Enter Spunge. 

Spunge. So, here I am ; safe and sound ; only on* 
accident ; only overturned once, and broke the mare's 
kneea 

Edw. (iVb<attem2«}ig' to Aim. )-^He limply knows her 
by thence of Campbell : and if the picture were dis- 
posed o^but for that, he never may discover her ; I'U 
consider — 

Spunge. Consider ! what, when dinner's waiting ! 
come. 

Edw. I have it : I'll employ him. — Look ye. Sir, do 
you wish to do me a favour ? 

Spunge. There's a question ! hav'n't I drove your 
curricle ? don't I mean to dine with you ! and hav'n't I 
promised to stick to you through 11^9? isn't that doing 
you a favour? 

Eduy. Well, Sir ; if you wish to extend your civili- 
ties, take down that picture, end cynvey it secretly to 
my apartment. 

Spunge. Secretly .'-—what, isn't it your own ? 

JEdw. Ask no questions; take it directly — how! 
don't you understand me ? 

Spunge. I do-^anging costs nothing, to be sure ; 
bat I'd rather live at my own expense, than die at any 
body's else. 

Edw. What do you mean. Sir? 

Spunge. Mean ! that while there's any other mode 
of living cheap, dam'me if I steal furniture. 

Edw. Steal ! look at me. Sir. I'll answer for the 
robbery. (Takes down Me picture.) — There, now will 
yon obey my orders? (Spunge shaket hi$ Aecuf.)— Mighty 
well, Sir! our acquaintance ends. 
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Spunge, Don't — don't talk of it I would not \m 
your acquaintance for the world ; yoa're w much of 
the gentlemian ! yon drive such horses, and give rach 
dinners ! — oh, the man deserves to starve, that would 
nut risk his neck for you. {Takes the picture from Ed* 
WARD.) — But, mind, if it's telony, you're to belMiiged, 
not I. 

£(^10. ril answer fur the conaequences. Theieiiun' 
throughi that garden, and not a soul will see yoo. 
Above all, my sister : hide it from her, I chaiife yuo. 
'Slife ! here's somebody coming. I'll detain* them in 
conversation, and cover your retreat 

Enter Mrs. Scatter. 

Mrs. Scat Oh, Sir Eld ward, this is such an hoDOor! 
I'm only sorry my uncle is so gothic, that I oan't even 
ask you to drink tea, and play caidtir— <Spunoe exU at 
glass door.) 

Edw. Cards! I've done with cards. Chess is the 
game for people of our time of life, Mrs. Scatter. 

Mrs. Seal. Our time of life! oh, very true! fat 
young people like you and I, Sir £dward. Bless me, 
what are you looking at ? 

Edw. (Aside.) Nothing. He's gone — he's saA! and 
the story will be kept secret even from my siatar^— 
Oh, that's some comfort ! good day, madam : other 
cares demand my attention now. Good. day. 

Mrs. ScaL Nay, Sir Edward, I won't let yoo go, 
till you name some evening when I may return this 
visit — ^I do long for a game of cassino ; that is, ia the 
family way — just for a trifle. I never lose much, yon 
know. Come, now; when shall we meet, and— (jFM- 
ling him.) 

Edw. Fie, fie! Mrs. Scatter! consider, yoa're a 
married woman. There : this is always my luck ! the 
young women call me child, and turn up their imms 
at me; but the old ones'— eood! they're all puUiof 
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cape and wigs for me ! But I can't stay now — bo tell 
Scatter to call, and IMl name some evening — 

Mr9. Scat. Will you be so obliging ? nay, allow me 
to see you to your carriage. {Aside.) I have him : the 
young pigeon's canght. This way, Sir Edward. Oh, 
I would not take ten thousand lor iiis feathers! 

[ExeuiU. 

Scene in. — A Room in the Hotel, 

Enter Elinor udtk a book in her hand, 

Elinor. Yet : all happiness is mingled with alloy ! 
and even my brother's kindness— «ven that bringit 
sorrow with it ; for, when I think how little I deserve 
his frien<yiip, and know that if a dark — dark tale, 
should be revealed to him, how he would shun, 
abandon, and despise me! eruel, dreadful recollec- 
tion! but see! he comes to comfort, not upbraid me. 

Enter Sin Edwaed. 

Elinor, Oh, Edward, I'm so happy you're return- 
ed— 

Edw. Happy ! are you happy, Elinor? well, well ! 
the fault was not yours. 

Elinor. Thefiuilt! whatfiiult? 

Edw. (Taking her hand. Aside.) — ^Whan I press her 
hand — when I look at her, and think that, but for him, 
aha had still possessed her mother's virtue and her fii- 
ther'a honour, I cannot brook it. I can't nor I won't 
choke myself. — Here, William, my pistols! bring me 
my pistols directly.— <Wilijam en1er$, and etiL) 

Elinor. Your pistols ! for what, brother ? 

Edw, To shoot — 
'iSyinor. Whom? 

Edw. Why, him! 

Elinor. There's more in this than he revenls. Ed- 
ward, what makes you talk so strangely ? and look — 
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Edw. Nothing. I never was in better spirit»! htr 
ha! quite merry — quite cheerful 1 — (William re-cater*- 
— Edward snatches a pistol out ^ his handy and pre- 
sents it at stage (2oor&>— I should hit him ! I know the 
fint shot would exterminate the scoundrel. There-— 
he's dead; (Snapping the pistols. ) 

Spunge enters hastily with the picture, and sees the pis- 
tol presented xU hiau 

Spunge. Hallo! what are you about? Fm fright- 
ened enough already ; for the recollection, that the re- 
oeiver of stolen goods was as bad as the thief, has so 
terrified me — (Elinor looks at the picture with asto- 
nishment.) 

Edw. {Aside to Spunge.) — ^Fool ! blockhead ! dkln't 
I charge you HOt to let my sister see the piflure? be- 
gone — take it into ray chamber. (£lino& stqts 
Spunge.) — ^Let him pass, Elinor. 

Minor. (Holding him and looking at the picture.^— 
No — ^not till I am satisfied — it is, it is my father's por- 
trait ! and you got it — 

Spunge. From Woodland Grove. 

Elinor, Heavens I is he in England then? have' 
you seen him ? 

Edw. (CoUaring Spunqb.)^ Liar ! you know I 
bought it--didnH I purchase it of a Mr. — Mr. Tklbot ? 

Syunge. Tou did — ^I'U take my oath yoa "bought it 
of) Mr. Talbot ; and as to stealing it from young 
Woodland — (Edward presents a pistol at Aim;— -don't, 
^n't waste powder upon me ! 

Edw. Begone! no reply: leave the room this m- 
■tant. 

[Spunge exit. 

EUnor, 'Tis too plain ; the story is- divulged, and 
lie'U desert me. I see by his looks he with desert me. 
Oht brother ! {Falling at his- feet,) — I'm not deserving 
'of your pity : bttt I've no othMr friendjor relation upo« 
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earth ; and if you cast me from you. Can you — can 
you forgive me ? 

Edw. What do you weep for, Elinor ? you don't 
see me so childish : no, no, I'm more manly : more — 
( Weepi) — oh, my poor sister ! {FaJUs en her neck.) 

EUnor. He weeps ! he pities me! ' 

Edw, My heart bleeds for you ; pity is so mingled 
with affection, that I love you more than ever — but, 
why do I stand blubbering here, while the wretch 
lives ? I'll load my pistols — ^I'li take such cool aim ! 
ohf your tears shall be revenged. 

Elinor. Hold : consider your youth ; you are only 
a boy. . 

Edw. A boy ; 'slife ! I'm more of a man than ^e is 
•—would ( have taken advantage of a woman in my 
power ? would I have saved an innocent girl's life, 
only to make it a burden to her ? oh. if this is bemg a 
man, — if this, be arriving at years of discretion, may I 
remain a boy : a weak, inexperienced boy, as long as I 
live. ' 

* 

Elinor. Well ! but for my sake — if the story be 
made public, I shall be disgraced, exposed — 

Edw. Ay : there it is. 1 must e'en gulp down my 
resentment and be a philosopher. Come, to-mdrrow 
we'll set off for Yorkshire ; and if you ever meet this 
false, betraying-— I should hit him — I know I should 
hit him. 

Elinor. If we should meet, he'll hardly recollect me 
—his own conduct has so impaired my health, that I 
am quite an altered woman since he saw me ; hemdf, 
I can so change my dress- 
Enter William. 

WiU. Sir, dinner is on the table. [Exit. 

Edw. Very well ; come, Elinor — the dark tale shall 
lie with you, and a brother's attention atone fw a 
lover's falsehood. 

23 
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Elinor, Ah! if our parents had been living— 

Edw. They would have acted as I have done ; pm- 
tected, not deserted ; reclaimed, noi exposed : and by 
the fostering hand of a parent, many an 'unfortunate 
victim,^ that is now reduced to shame and desperation, 
might have been restored to happiness and honour— 
(Spunqe peeps in)— Come you, Mr. receiver of stolen 
gocids, why, what are you afraid of? come and drown 
your cares in wine. 

Spunge. What, wine ? burgundy ? 

Edw. Ay, in burgundy. * Come, jolly Bacchus,' &c 

[Exit witJi Elinor. 

Spunge. Drown my cares in burgundy ! ha, ha ! we 
swim again. I am an independent man — ^frmn thia 
hour I'll be expensive — grateful — Sir £d.ward's house 
to me is open, and V\\ take care it shall be open house, 
ril invite all those rich singers that have lent um 
half guineas ; all those poor actors that have sent um 
orders, and all those very poor members that have 
given me franks—oh ! Tm an independent man ! [Exit 



ACT. IV. 
Scene I. — A View in a Sea-port Town, 

Enter Young Woodland and Har&t. 

Young Wood. Well! what success, Harry? have 
3^u heard any thing of the picture ? 

Harry. No, Sir; I can't find the picture any where; 
and I'm sure it must have been taken away from some 
secret, mischievous motive. 

Young Wood. 'Sdeath ! who can be so malignant ? 
— so— 

Harry. What do you think of your old friends Mr. 
and Mrs. Scatter ! wouldn't they commit any mean 
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lion to torment and distress you ? but cheer up, Sir — 
re's a kind letter from your father. 
Young Wood. How, does he relent? does he recall 
>, Harry? — {Reads.) — ^"Sir, — When you reflect on 
ar own conduct, you cannot condemnmine. Your 
)fligate behaviour at Marseilles ; your refusal of the 
fe I selected for you ; and, above all, your contihu- 
inaolence to Mrs. Scatter — to that most amiable wo- 
in — ere sufficient motives for bidding you quit my 
ote ; but to show you I still take an interest in your 
il&re, enclosed is a bill for three hundred pounds ; 
d if you conduct yourself with propriety, you fihall 
ver want support from your Neglected Father." 
Horry. There, Sir ! oh ! one day or other the old 
Qtleman will find out Mrs. Scatter's real character, 
d then — hut somebody's coming ! — ^I'll proceed in my 
irch of the picture. 

Young Wood. Do, Harry, and spare no pains to reco- 
r it — (Harry exiU) Yes; they have triumphed ! and 
ould yield up the fortune without complaining ; but 
lose the affections of a father, that, spite of his un* 
idness, I still honour and revere! — and to see him 
ped ; perhaps ruined ; beggared ! — ^*8death ! I can't 
ar the thought of it : I'll return and warn him : no ; 
: though his doors are open to Mr. Scatter, they are 
at against me. At the intercession of this amiable 
Hnan, his crimes are forgotten ; and I've fi>r ever luet 
) kindest porent and the best of friends. 

Enler Scatter and Sir EIdward Bloomlt. 

Scat I tell you, my wife insists on coming to play 
nine with you — nay, nay, we have known one ano- 
Br a long time. 

Edvo. We have : and therefore we won't play at 
Miino for a long time. Woodland here! scoundrel ! 
lat can he want ! I suppose be has missed the pic- 
re, and comes-^well ; let him : I'd rather he'd pick 
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a quarrel : I should like just to— {Clenches his Jui— 
Woodland turns round)--9h. Woodland ! how d'ye do, 
Woodland ? 

Young Wood. My friend! {Skakiyig hands wUh Ed- 

WARD.) ' 

Edw, (Aside.) I griped him ; I squeezed hira haxd, 
however. 

IScat {to Woodland.)— So. Sir ; I understand it has 
been kindly whispered that I and my wife have pur- 
loined a favourite picture froift you — did you ever 
hear fny thing so scurrilous or contemptible? (to Ed> 
ward) — as if a genileinan would thieve an old tram- 
pery piece of canvas ! 

Edw, Very trae ; as if a gentlemen would thieve an 
old trumpery piece of canvas : and particularly you, 
whose time is so much better employed in playing cas* 
8ino>— why, I shouldn't be surprised if he accused me 
next. 

ScaL Oh, no ; he won't accuse you : he's too food of 
your sister, as he calls her. 

Edw. My sister ! 

Scat. Ay ; do you know he had the irapudeiK» last 
night to give Miss Bloomly for a toast. 

Young Wood. Have a care, Sir ; or. you'll again en- 
rage me — 

Edw. Speak on, Sir ; what Miss Bloomly ? 

Scat Ay ; that was my question : " What Min 
Bloomly?" says I: " Sir Edward's sister," says he; "Oh 
ho !" says I, '* you'd make my wife drink a kept mis- 
tress, would you ?" Ay, ay ; I knew the story of the 
farm-house: so I explained it to his father ; and the old 
gentleman very properly resented the insult by show- 
ing him out of the room. 

Edw. is this true, Woodland ? 

Young Wood. It is ; and to you I've to apolc^ize, 
for naming a sister whom I have not the honour of 
knowing; but for him — mark me, sir, {Ihking Scat- 
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TER aside) — thougli a stranger to Miss Blooraly, regard- 
ing her for her brother s sake, I am ready to vindicate 
her character in any way you please. 

Scat I dare say you are : ond when I was as poor as 
you, I was as ready to fight as you ; but imw I'll fight 
uo roan' that isn't my equal ; that isn't beir to five 
thousand a year : and you ; you are disinherited ! 

Edw. Disinherited, Woodland ! 

Young Wood. Even so— the dispute of last night 
confirmed my fatheijs resentment : and my enemies 
have supplanted* me in his fortune and afiection. 
'SJeath ! was it not enough to lose the object of my 
love, but I must also be deserted by my father ? oh, 
Edward, I've now no friend but you! and if you aban- 
don me! — but you will not! no, thank heaven! I 
have not injured you; farewell, we shall meet again. 

Edw. Where are you going, Woodland ? 

Young Wood. In search of the picture; and whoe'er 
is the purloiner — {Looking at Scatter) — his punisb- 
ment shall be exemplary. Farewell, and pray entreat 
your sister to forgive me ; for I don't know why I 
feel such strong and brotherly afiection towards her, 
that if I thought she were in danger — 

Edw. (Shaking hands with Mm.) — ^What; would 
you protect her, Woodland ? 

Young Wood. Ay ; I would protect her with my 
life, Edward ; and prove, that though I once felt gra- 
tification at reducing a woman to distress, I can still 
feel 4rreater at relieving one from it ! [ExiL 

Scat. Upon my word I'm under great obligations to 
you and Miss Bloomly : that toast was the climax that 
completed his disgrace ; kicked a mean fellow out of 
a hundred thousand pounds, and seated a gentleman in 
his place. 

Edw. William! my curricle directly. (Wiluam 
enter and exit) 

Seat Your curricle ! why, where are you 'going ? 

23* 
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Edw. To Woodland Grove ; to restore Woodland to 
his father ; to kick a mean fellow out of a hundred 
thousand pounds, and seat a gentleman in' his place. 

Scat. 'Sdeath ! are you mad ? stay where yovi are, I 
insist-— s, 

Edw. No, Sir ; Woodland is the last man on earth 
I would owe an obligation to ; and when I compare 
him to you and Mrs. Cassino^— oh ! his father wants in- 
struction — so I'll go give the old gentleman a. few les- 
sons. A 

Scat. You give him lessons! ha A ye ; if you utter 
one word against me or my wife — but pshaw! what am 
I afraid of? — a boy, an urchin, an half-finished compo- 
sition ? 

Edw. Half- finished composition! zounds! be cautious 
in your language, oi else — 

Scat Else, what ! 

Edw. Nothing — your, age protects yon. 

Scat. Age protects me! why, you young jackanapes, 
I*m not — 

JEdw. Lord ! I know what you're going to say— 
you're not thirty : what then ? you're of the Bond- 
street, the full-grown baby breed ,• and at twenty comes 
decrepitude; at thirty dotage; and at forty second 
childhood. Oh ! I'd fight a dozen of you ! 

Scat. You fight ! — I've a great mind to treat you as 
*you deserve— -put you in my pocket, and drown you in 
the next puddle. But 5rou go your ways ; go meet the 
fiite of Woodland ; get turned out of doors for imperti- 
nence. I have business elsewhere : so, your servant, 
stripling. 

Re-enter William. 

WiU, Sir! yonder is the curricle. 

Edw. So I see; and, as usual, Mr. Spunge perform- 
ing the office of coachman. Well, his company may 
be useful. I say, Mr. Scatter, in the words of Homer, 
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let iiie Bdviia iron — Homer ! nay, 1 beg pardon ; il'i 
■o long lince you left achoal, that il'i ininlting yon to 
islk learneill}' to you. 

Sao, Insulting me! 

Edw. Vea : lioya ore the only aclwlara : ^floBd we're 
tbe only clever fellovn, — and in love ot in Huratnre, 
at arda or ai crickei — In ehorl, from ■ battledore lo a 
bullet, you'll find the young obe ia, a match lor the old 
aasM] So, ftrewell, moat ancient, perfect, finished com- 
pmition ! [£nt 

ScaL I defy hiiu ; my TCtfe ta a match foi him, or 
ihfl devil'a in it ; and the bank and Blate are bi cer- 
tainly oun. Oh, howl long lo be in poBBcsaian ! a 
inaD without money ia nothing; if he's witty nobody 
undenlanda him ; if he's impudent, he'a turasd out of 
Mciely ; but backed by a hundred tbDUnand'— oh, in- 
podenCe becomea pleasnniry and wit — dam'me, people 
langh at iha jokea before they hear ihem. Ay ; onljr 
■eq^me in poBaeaaion, Ibat'a all — only see rae in po«asc- 
aion. [EbL 

ScEHi n — An Apartment in Old Woodland'b Hmte 
—a TiMe and CAairi; Gbu$ Voart in the fiat—Badt- 
gatnnum Board on Iht Table, and a Side-board mA 
variely of Plate mil. . 

EnlwOui Woodland in his night gown, and Sruit 

with a bottle in her hand. 

Wood. Thank ye, Stella ! put down my pbyaie— put 

down my bottle of medicine, and I'll go to-bed. (Ste 

putt Ihe boUle on the laMe — a wine glaa it near it) — 
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SteUa, Your shepherdess ! dear Sir, will you never 
see that you are imposed upon ? why, 'lis but yesterday, 
I heard her tell my guardian, she was glad the sun 
shone so brightly, because — 

Woodt ^cause what now, heh ? 

SteUa. £cause Doctor Fallible had told her, that a 
fortnight's hot weather would kill you to a certainty. 

Wood. Indeed! now, that's a lie on the faceon*t; 
for the doctor knows it's no such easy matter to kill 
me 4 no, no, he has prescribed for me these twenty 
yeais; and yet here I am alive and raA-ry, and not 
likely to ride in one of his carriages for some time. 

SteUa. One of the doctor's carriages ! why he keeps 
Dooe, he always walks. 

Woo^Ul know it; but he takes care his patients 
shall rinNa carriages ; apply to him, and you'll be in 
a hearsa in a fortnight: hearses 1 call doctors' car- 
riages; but go; go: I want to take my composing 
draught — goodnight. (Stella eart^.) — Ah, Tom! Tom! 
{Sittpig down) — this is all owing to you: your un<lliti- 
ful behaviour has thrown me into such an agitation, 
that J cah't eat or sleep without — {Takes Ihephytk) — 
io; it must be wholesome, it's so nasty— -and now 
to bed. 

Spunge. {T^ihouL) — ^Follow me ; I'm quite at home, 
Sir Edward. 

Spunge arid Sir Edward enter. 

Wood. Heh! who have we now? 

Spunge. Here I am Squire : better than my woid, 
you see : not only come myself, but brought a irieod 
along with me. Sir Edward, the Squire — Sqiuie, Sir 
Edward. {Aside to Old Woodlandi)— Mum f aak 
him tfj^supper — she'll stay. You'll stay supper, won't 
ypu Sir Edward? 

Edio. With the greatest pleasure. Sir; I came to 



Spiaige. (Atllielail4.pouring oataglutofphyrie^^ 
With all my heart. Experienlia docet, — (firinjtj, and , 
jpilt ii oal ^oin.) — Ha, ha! damnDlion! youT wiue'a 

Wood. ThBl'gjuHiirc — thai will be a leaon la yon; 
■nd 1 wiah it had been poiaon inilead of physic ; but 
look ye — hear mr, you iwo nisraiidera; iniiBnUy ao- 
connl for your coming to my hoiue at thli hour of 

EdiB. None of ihe angry boy, old geDllemaD ; tiono 
of the angry boy, I beseech you: io lbs lint place, I 
iiDdentund yoa have drasned yonr •ohi'aiMl •doplod a 
female faro banker. 

Wood. What '. reSecl on my aliepherden ! 

Edw. Shspherdeas! oh — ey — Irue; iheep Hbtb al- 
waya [ooka about ihem '. come, ihal'a very well. 

^/ange. Blenyoul he knowsall about il — be gnc* 

Wend. {Ati^y—J Hill. I'll go make out a war- 
rant, and commit Ihem both directly. Gentlemen — I 
mult keep them in ihe dark, lest Ihey excape. Oen- 
llemen, I've coniidered what you've sa^d, and I'll go 
ronsull with a friend. 

Edia Ay : I Ihuught I thoati! currecr you. 

Wood. a<««.)— You have— and now I'll curreel 
yon; I'll MKin reluru — in ihe mean lime. a> there are no 
cardi in the lioiue, wiil you omuee yanriBlvea wilh a 
l^me of hotkgammon T your servsnl, gentlemen. 
They're two housebreakers— (lii her nnd son ; and I'll 
have ihem both $nug in ilic cuuniy jail. 

whni aay you 1 blidll we lake his nilvifc I ploy at Imtk- 
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Ihrow a generous main. (Sits down andiakeg daum the 
dice-box.) — Come, where's your stake ? 

Spunge. (Irt a mdanchdy tone.)— -My stake! 
'^ Edvo. What ! yoo-'ve no cash ? well, never mind ; 
• we play on trust. 

" ' Spunge, Don't ; I hate trust ; lend me those five 
guineas. {Takes them from Sir Edward.) — ^There — 
there's my guinea. 

Edto. Seven's the main! seven— ha, h^! I wio.^ — 
Come, your stake. 

Spimgc. Well, there — FU be desperate ; th'ere^sano* 
ther guinea. 

Edw. Seven! ha, ha ! nick. Come-^«gain. 

Spunge. No^ never lose more than two guineaM at a 
time. (.JLdaSfl Pocket the other three. 

Enter Mrs. Scattxr. 

Mrs. Scat. Mercy on me ! that wretch here again ! 
you, too, Sir Edward ! and gaming so near my uncle's 
chamber! 

Edw. (Holding up the dice-box, and rattling it) — ^I say, 
Mm. Scatter, don't you hear the glorious sound t don't 
the music thrill through every vein? seven! (Tkrow- 
ing and looking, and laughing at Mrs. Scatter.) 

Mrs. Scat. For shame ! you'll wake my uncle. 

Edw. Come, you know you can't resist ; you may as 
well play at once.-'«-Seven ! yon never lose, you say ; 
—-{StUl shaking the box at her.) 

Mrs. Scat (Aside.) I should like to pigeon the young 
reprobate ; my fingers itch for it : and if I thought my 
uncle wouldn't wake — 

Edw. Spunge, J'll bet you five she plays. 

Spunge. Done-^ni bet you five she don't. 

Mrs* Scat. Then I will play, on pnrpose that you 
may lose. Come, give me the box; and, that we may 
uttke DO noise, let us throw on a doiley. Oh, this it 
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churning ! delicioiu! there, there'* til 1 have — tm 
guineu. 

Eda. Very well. Seian! nick; ha.lui! 1 win. 
Etdet. fraa Iht door in ihe fiat. Olo Woodland and 
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ATrs. S«U. Will yon 1 oh, tliBt'ii very kind ofyon — 
{Goes to lide-ioard and bringt Italy Ihe nlvcr cup.) 
Old IVboJ. (Atidt.) Very kind, iipnn my BOul. 
Mrt Scat. Now (ur it; here it \E—-(,l'ulUng Iht alp 

EdiB. I Bay, K ttiA iijiiire wbb 10 hs ug playing at 
husrd tbr hia own pisie ! 

jtfr» Scat. Never tnind, now I've oiico begnn. I'd 
■oonerJose ali the fitmilure in the houHS than leavs 
off; hero, I'll lluow Ihis time— { 7l(ie« the box.)— 
Five'i ihe main, and at all in the ring. <A( At raitei 
her arm to fAnnc. Old Woodlujo lai/t hold <^ it — 

Eda. Hn. ha, — look al the shephordest now! 

Spunge. tia, ha, — natural rnough. 

£^10. (Picthg up III', dice-box.)— Loo\ at hei arra- 
dian cn»b— Oh, I said Ihe yuimg une wouhl be a 
niitr.^h for the old onea. 
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it all — ^I*ve been a credulous old fool, and you» Ma- 

<fam 

Mrs. Scat. Nay, uncle, it was no fault of mine ; I 
ivBB decoyed by that young hypocrite — 
- Wood. Decoyed by a boy ! more shame for you ; 
and if you have no better excuse, prepare lo quit my 
house directly — and your husbands-take your food 
shepherd along with yon. I've been loo long a dupe 
to your arts ; but henceforth I'll behave as a father 
ought to do ; I'll be a friend to my son, and an enemy 
to all burgundy-drinkers and faro-bankers. 

Edw. Well said ! 1 knew my lessons wojild improve 
you ; you're a fine boy ; and in time I shall make a 
man of you ; but for you, Mrs. Scatter, ha, ha ! why 
what a sap y(j(l must be ! at your time of life to be beat 
by an urchin, a child, a half llnish'd compositicHi — 
upon my word you and your fond shepherd are the 
two greatest flats I ever met with. 

Mrs. Scat. For shame ! what right has a boy to aA 
feet manhood ? 

Edw. A better right than a woman has to affect 
manhood. Which is best qualified to rattle a dice- 
box, a boy or a woman ? Oh, man ! man ! you'd bet- 
ter look about you! for if children grow so experi- 
enced, and women so masculine, you'll certainly meet 
your, deserts, be deemed a superfluity, and shoved out 
of the creation ! but see, yonder's Mr. Scatter : go, go, 
• and console the old gentleman. 

Mrs. Scat. I will : and he shall resent my injuries. 
Don't fancy I'm mortified or vexed, or — no, I'm quite 
content! quite content, quite bappy! oh, oh, oh!— 
(Bursts into tears,) — I'll be revenged, you may de- 
pend on't. [Exit. 

Spunge. Hallo! won't you take a back hand fur 
some silver spoons ? 

Wood. And now, my little schoolmaster, bow shall 
I thank yon t to open my eyes, restore my son to 
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ioilnicl, advise! why, if you grow wis«t ai you gnm 
ulder, Sulamon will be a Cy nuin la you : bul come, lat's. 
■end tor Tom, sod all lit down id supper wgeiher. 

Spimge. So we willj get bellec wiaa ltioa|bi. 
dain'me ; Ireat Ihe lillle h«ni like ■ genileniaa. CttM ■ 
aloDg { iiR'l he a noble youth ) 

WtMd. He is: only, he'll cxcuw me; were I a boy 
like bim, I wouMii'i be bo fund of playing baaed ut^ 

EdiB. And were la luEigisIrBle like you, thereahould 
be no hsiard or faru at all : I'd enforce the law, and 
not coniniil one poor culpKl fur decoying game, till I 
had deairoyed all those rich enett. who ensosre uDsu^ 
peeling yoalb. and amiihilate domestic happiness. 



ACT V. 

SCCNI \.—A Slrttl in Uu. Town, and Viae cfike Stm 

Ester Sir EDWAiiDifiLooui.r, 

EdiB. So. I'vo only lo blot Ihe aloiy rnia my n«mB> 

ly; I've taken leave of Woodlandi and be and Elinor 

will never meat again. 

Enter Spungi, in a howJItnf great coof , capt ^ 
Edia. What ! you peiiiM in going lo Ytxkshire, dw 

Spunks- Certainly ; said I'd stick lo you.- locA, got 
on my travelling dpsss. 

£fD. Your iravelling dieea!: I ralheithiBkitnuns; 
I'll swear to this boi great «oat 

Spavge. So it is — it isyaura: — ha, ha! inislaok it 
Ibr my own. Now it's on,. I'll wear it fiir your aakei- 
Come, hey for Torkahire! this is what I like: jolly 
peKy, pleasaat journey, aod travelling at other pcopls's. 
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Eim, Natural enoagh , — pray. Spunge, bow kng i* 
it once you paid for a dinner? 

SpuHge. How long? let me see— olw— three yean 
ago; remember it well; dined at the Bedlbrd: bill 
iborteen shillings: I not one in my pocket 

Edw, Well, and what did you do? 

Spufige. Borrowed a guinea of the landlovd, paid 
my reckoning, and pocketed seven shillings by the 
dinner; that's the way to live cheap. 

Enter Stella, hattOy. 

Stella. Oh, gentlemen, if you have any pity, protect 
me fiommy guardian: I have just escaped fiom bim; 
he is in punait of me ; and if he shouki o^witake mo 

Edw. Your guardian! what, Mr. Scatter? 

SteUa, Yes; he says, now he has lost Mr. Wood- 
land's fortune, he has no hope but of mine ; and though 
I some time ago accepted bills for twelve hundred 
pounds, which are now due and unpaid; yet he swears 
he'll shoot himself, if I don't sign a bond ior two thon> 
sand more. 

Spunge. Two thousand pounds! never heard of such 
a sum ; don't believe there was ever such a sum. 

Stella. I ran out of the house; and now^^ 

Edw. We'll protect you; but bow to avoid your 
guardian? 

Stdla. Ay, there*s the difficulty: I knew he is m 
pursuit; and if he catches me— look — heavens! there^ 
Mnu Scatter. 

Edw. So there is ; come this way. 

SoaL iWiihout)^Yon take that foad^FU td» 
this ; she can't escape then. 

S^eUa. There, it's all over ; oh, Fd rather live ill f 
prison, than with such unfeeling, penecuting — 

Edw. Live in a prison ! faith, that sug^tsa tboogl 
—didn't you say you had accepted notes that un 9 
pmdl 



, £du. Then minj). Spunge, ind do aa I ordar yoii; 
rauffle up your coal; Sap ;aur hat, ard holil yonr 
liand kerchief before your mnuth, and keep cloae to 
Stella— I'll uyif I can't be a malcli for ihem ■ lecand 
lime. (SruNuE and Stelu govplht ttagt.'i 

Ealcr SciTTBS- 

Scal. Plague en, thp girl ! in Mleiapling to lay hold 
of her. I ihall be laid hold of D]y»lf: ever; iliBbbp 
lellow I meel. 1 ihinfc hai a wril agoiosl me. Hi. 
nho'a here? — oh, ilVyou, you llllle hnltSnithed com- 
pMilion, ia it I ' 

Edie. 1 lay, hpwV Ihs ■hepiienlent 

Srat. No niore iiwolence. or. by lienven-i- 

Eda. You'll pul me in your pucket. and dromi nwi 
in ihe iieil puddle j come. npw. I'll inake yoa ameiMb, 
I will — I'll show you what you're looking Tor. 

Seal. Y«i! 

Edw. Ay: 111 tell. you where your ward ia — look. 
{Painting her out to tur><)-!— ian'I thai Iriendly t 

Scat. It ia indeed — and Ihus I aeize her — '-(SttiTig 
SniNOE-l Zounda, what ill-looking fellow's Ibatt 

Edn Cume here j doo'i yoa know hjia.t 

Scat. No i who ia he I 

Edv). A bailifi: 

Seal. A bailiff! 

Edv. Yea i he haa arreMed her for twelve hundnd 
poundi. ajpd haa a 

SofL 'The devil! 

Edv. Loan h>r ! why at _ .. 

abe'a not going to Gretna Green with a lovec;i D0{ 
ahe'iguing lo a apunging-huuse viiih a bailiffi 

Sai(. True: and th^re I have her aniig under lock 
and key — why, what an amazing clever lijlie feUow 



! I'm off— yei hold :^ I kae aqi 
why abe'a aafo enougK. -ian't aha t 
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Edw. What! yoa've found it out, kave yea ? why 
your wife found it out last night — 

Enter Mrs. Scatter. 

Didn*t you, Shepherdess ? ' 

Mrs. ScaL Stand out of the way, Sir; I'm in search of 
— ha! have I recovered you, Miss Stella? — {Layimg 
hold of Stella.) 

Scat (TakingrMRS. Scatter aside.) — Be quiet: 
don't you see that fellow ? he's a hailifF— has arrested 
he.*, and got a writ against me ; let him take her to his 
house ; she'll be safe enough there — you understand. 
Mrs. ScaL I do: pass on, Sir; (to Spunge.) — llitg 
I mayn't interrupt yon. (Spunoe bcwt retpe^fuUy.) 

Scat. Civil fellow ! he sees, and don't molest me : I 
must reward him for his tenderness — here ; give him 
these two guineas; they're the last of the &mily: — 
hut- 
Mrs. ScaL Sir! — {to Spunge, cffering him the tu» 
guineas.) 

Spunge. {Snatching them from her.) Natural enough. 

[Exit with Stella. 
ScdL What was it he said ? 
[>' Edw. He said it was quite enough: ha, ha ! he, be! 
Scat Why, what are you laughing at ? * 

Edw. I was laughing at your calling me a dever 
Utile fellow ; ha, ha! I am one, that's the truth on*t; he, 
he ! I say, Mr. Scatter — she's safe enough now. [Exit 
ScaL Yes; yes; she's out of danger; and that I 
may be safa^io, let's get out of the way as fast as we 
can. ComlSf in an hour you shall wait upon Slelhu 
Mrs. ScaL Ah! I'm afraid it's too late; our distresses 
are past redemption ^ but iiever mind ; we're used to 
them — and after all, when you think of Ifae trotible of 
paying tod receiving money ; the fatigue of keeping 
accounts-— 

Scat Very true : and then, when you think of lh* 



comfiirt of Deter dinuis wilbnul bwriog duw H»- 
Dadiag in Ibe hall,- never Bleeping wilhouL knowing 
that Ibere are bailiffi lo prolecl our proper^ froni fire 
and robberf — wh; , whan ;au Ihink of theae luiuriea, 
Kilty, money, money is ■ more Uonbleiome coiDmndity 



Scene IL— A Woed. 
EitUr Sir £dwabd and Stellj. 

Eiie. Tea, je» ; I thought ynu woald be safer Bader 
my proleetkHi ; therefore I ordered Mr. Spunga to ac- 
company my ■ialer — ihey are already nt ott, and now 
wa'll mow. 

SleOa. Sir Ed word, what is ihe malter wilh Eliuort 
when I apoke lo her in Ihe pon-chain, ihe Memed 
much d^}ecl«d : and vibsQ by accident 1 mentiimed 
the lume oTWoodland, sh^ wai ni agitated — 

Edv. Indeed ! I'm glad aha'* goaa Ihen — ihe nill 
DBTer aea bim more- 
Enter WiLLUH, bastily. 

WUL Oh, Sir Kdwin! — ituh a mislbitune — your 
■iatar— 

Sdvi My liiter ! 

WUL Faning by Hr. Woodlanii's park-gHle, the cai^ 
riage broke down, and — 

EdiD. How. ii aha hurv! , 

WIL No : but Mr- WoiidlEnd'i lervant comiDg out 
10 001 aniitance. and aeeitig the picture, my* old mai- 
ler'i portrait in the earring^, Ihey aaid — indeed, Sir — 

EdiD. Wiwt did they aoy, Sir ? 

Will They said, ibe tbief ia founci— charged my 

told them ahe waa your lister, Ibey aeized her and bcr 
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companion as common malo&cton, and carried diem 
before the magistrate. 

Edw, ^Vhat magistrate t 

Wm. Old Mr. Woodland. Sir. 

Edw. Tis false; 'tis impossible! 

WiU. 'Tis too true ; and if yoa don't go directly. 
Sir— 

Edw. Oh ; if I forgive him this — Stella, this fiuthful 
servant will take rare of you till I return — treated as 
a thief! a malefactor! and by the man who betrayed 
— ^who— I can't support it — I feel I am a boy^aad un- 
equal to bear up against such complicated evil»— 
but I forget my sister : follow me ; I'm a man again. 

^ [£ceiiiit 

Scene III. — An Apartment in Woodland's Haute, 

Woodland discovered sitting in hi$ Arm-chair : Clodt 
and Taiie before him: on mie tide Young Woodland 
and two Servants ; on the other Elinor, Spunoe, 
and two Constables — ^Elinor ia veSed, and one if 
the Servants holds the Picture. 

Wood. Silence! the magistrate speaks— ^rou, Tom, 
swear that the picture belonged to you t 

Young Wood. I do, sir. 

Wood. And you both swear (to Servants) — that you 
found the picture in the prisoner's possession ? 

Servants. We do, Sir. >-' 

Wo0d. Then bring them forward : let me have a 
look at them. (Elinor and Spunoe are broughi far- 
wordy she veiled, and he in a'traveUing dress.) — ^f^rst, 
who are you. Sir ? ^ 

Spunge. Oh, Squire! don't you know mef 

Wood. Know you ! 

Spunge. Supped with yon last night; drank tea with 
you the day before ; and meant to dine witk yoo to- 
morrow. 
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Wood. What ! it's come homo to you> is it ? oh, this 
ifl an old ofTender. Make out a warrant ^against him 
directly. 

Spunge. An old offender I lord ! lord 1 when I lived 
at other people's expense, little did I dream of being 
hanged for it — but if you punish me, pray spare her — 
pray spare Sir Edward's sister. 

Young Wood. Sir Ed ward's fli8ter^-^Sir, not for the 
value of the picture do I suspect them of purloining 
it ; but from seme secret, vindictive motive : and {to 
Woodland,) since they persist in using and degrading 
an innocent lady's nune, I beg they may both be com- 
mitted instantly. 

Edw. ( Wt^Aouf.)-— Where is she 7 where is my sis- 
ter ? ' 

Spunge. A reprieve, a reprieve ! 

Enter Edward. 

Edw Does Woodland know 3roa, Elinor l^Thhing 
her aside.) * 

Elinor. (Aside.) Na 

Edw. So, pupil, (to Woodland)— >much good my 
lessons have done you ; but I hav'n't time to finirii 
jrour education ; so, to school, to school, at once. 

Wood.- 1 go to school ? 

Edw. To be sure. 

Spunge. Ay^ go to school Adieu. 

Young Wood. (^Stopping Atm.)— Hold, Sir, where 
are you going ? 

t^mnge. WhatVi that to you. Sir ? 

Edw. Ay : what's that to you, Sir t 

Young Wood. Edward, think me not nngratefol: 
but I have set such a value on that picture, my hopes 
and fears are so involved in it, that I must beg your 
sister to inform me, by what strange means it came 
•in her possession. 

Edw. She shall not answer you* 



2S8 cauf, UTifCf. 

Young Wood. Not answer me I 

JBito. No— «ha11 not. Let that saQice.. Sir. 

Young Wood. Have a care ; on any other sul^ject I 
oould beer much with patience: butctnthi»-Haote*eii 
from you — 

Edw. What, it galls yon, does ill 

Yowng Wood. You know it doet. If she came ftirly 
by the picture, there is no barm in anawering the ques- 
tion ; but if she purloined it, no matter, what Che mo> 
live, were she my sister, and being yours, I do esteem 
her as my own — ^I would nor, nor 1 oould not diow 
her mercy. 

Edw. (IronicaUy.) Indeed. 

Young Wood. No, the law must lake ks coarse. 

Wood, To be sure it musl : and is justice to be de- 
layed, because she's yonr sister ? no, my young school- * 
maMer? the prisoners are found guilty. 

JSdw, Prisoners, Sir ? 

Wood, Ay, prisoners.. They are convicted on the 
evidence of my son and my servants; and were they 
the first people in the land, it is iny duty, as an honest 
magistrate, to send ihera to prison: therefore away 
with them. 

Edw, {to Constables vfho are aeizing Elinor.) Let 
her go ! the first man that touches her, dies. Hear me. 
Sir, hear me, you — ( Thking Young Woodland oiidli;) 

Ywng Wood. Well, Sir. 

Edw. You remember that j^ou stole that picliira. 

Young Wood. Stole it! 

Edw. Ay, stole it from a lady in France, Sir — 
there's an act of robbery ; then 3rou*ve sworn it is your 
own ; tbiere*s an act of peijuiy ; then you would take 
away an innocent girl's life ; there's an act of murder ; 
therelbn let her go ; let her porsue her journey ; or the 
rope you design for their n^cks shall be twisted round 
your own ; I'll expose you ; I'll expose you, Mr. Wood^ 
land. 



nf Wood. Hold f aarliMaliaiu longne; Itn'l ahe 

I giiilly orihelheflt 

D. Theil! well, irshe it. ieahe lo lufbrCir pur- 

{ a piece of cnnvu, and ymi gn nnponnbed fiir 



. I nri'use him of [he voiy robbery wiili which 

irgea her. 

id. Ilim! ivIiDinT 

r. Him; ihnticoondrel! 

•jtg Wbocf. Scoundrel. 

D. As I wish lo show I've atitl aataa fri«iiliihi|> 

1. 1 wiih [U save you Tniin an ignuminiouii ilealb. 

Ibllow me, and rUfco youreierulioner. 
od. You! why. yflHfoung praSigats, jou would 
;ht anuin, would yeu T 

e. No ; and yet 1 would light him. Come, Sir 
DD come ! (BeckunBg Yoo^ie Woodland (o /at. 
m.) 

ing Wood. Lnnd en, Sir yel May ; 'til in a «iii- 
luaa, nnd he i« young and headstrong. I IbrgiVF 
Idwnrd, I fiirgive you. 

V. That won't du; we'll haveno boy'n play now. 
OK igipttdt la Six BdwiIiib.] Nay, Elinor, wlian 
■ere wrunged lie fore, I wasn'l near lo pnitecl you. 
iH' — romeuul.Sirl what, afraid^ are youl rti«i 
oily lend me a cine, and I'U convince him I'm 
lOugh III chaetiie a i-uivanl. 
an Wood. Coward? Ibua. then, (Ruailii^ to fist 
ed)— follow me,' Kir; liillow mc 
«or. m, uiv liroiher . do not lerrify mp ,■ (YoT■^cl 
ii.IlXU hnvii from Unfallo-r. Krj.NriK il'./.t him- 
■ .■Btrenl )-.)ii. Sir: Oh. rr.^r> h,r. >!:•■ /,.M, 
-nay, lluii ; if Him Iflounily innnol dclaiii yon. 
HKIiiior CninplK-ll ran > liwk! (."Ar Uruu'i uy 
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her veU-^ YouNG Woodland isastaniAed.) Oh, Wetd- 
land, if you have any pity, do not deprive me of tbo 
unly consolation you have leil i)ie; spare but my bro- 
ther, and 1 will kneol I I will blf^as you !. 

Young Wood. Herl»t>ther! i he naterQf my friend L 
and I—oh, villain, villain ! (^Gocs vp stage^) 

Edw. Ay» look at the ip9n,. now : you qall me pn»- 
lligate. Sir: (to Old Woodland) — no wouder if 1 aA 
ono» for when men set such opprobrious examples, ii it 
strange that hoys grow up to infhiny an^ ruin? 

Wood. 1 see it all ; this is the lady he betrayed in 
Franre. 

Edw. It is. Sir : and I convoyed away the picture 
to Keep the story secret :. but since it is divulged, will 
you fight, Mr. Woodland? if you'ye one remaining 
spark of frieHdship for him you liav.e so iiyared, do 
pray, pray fight me. Scoundrel! I should hit him: 
oh, J know I should hit him. 

Wood. Oh, Tom, Tom L you're no son of mine, snd 
if your mother were alive Td tcU hf)r so to her face.^ — 
Sir, (to Edward) can an unhappy old father make you 
any amends ? 

Edw. None. Come,.£Iinor. 

Young Wood. Stay ; I only ask, before we part for 
ever, that lady may be witness to my love and my ie-> 
morse ; that 1 have wronged her my breaking hsut 
can witness; for, from the day my uncle tore me fion 
her — oh, but for him I had not known these agonies! 

Wood. P6haw! it's too late now : what motive hwl 
you for accusing her ? 

Young Wood. Love ! I thought that it might lead to 
a discovery of all I held most dear, and it hast I see 
her now before me ; I once again behold her ; yet in 
a nioment I must lose them ; for ever k»e all that I 
prize in friendship and in love. Oh, Edward you used 
to call me brother! 

Edw. Come away, Elinor; I don't half like it; 1 
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begin to be boyish again. He has used us both shame- 
fully, and yet bless inc, how miserable he looks ! 
poor fellow, I don't think he'll live long! if you've 
any thing to say, Elinor, why don't you speak ? don't 
Bland shaking here, but 8|H.>ak out 

EUnfir I have nothiiii^ to miy; 6n1y if hix uncle 
caused our aeparatton-^— 

file; He diff: and therofbro--^Sir--^ Woodland t 

Young Wood. My friend ! 

EdvD. I did not speak, Sir, it was my aiater. 

Wotid. Come, come ; I ase you're half inclined to 
forgive him, and to am 1 i and if ydn tvill but make me 
ftther of such a daughte^ Tom shall have one half of 
my estate now, and the other at my death ; and it ian't 
far oS, for if the match takes place, I shall die with 
joy. Will you, will yon consent 7 
' Spunge. Do ; love a wedding ; leadi to at least one 
jolly party* 

EdtD. Well, liiice it must be so— there, Woodland ; 
we are brothers. in reality. 

Wood, Here ; order dinner: egad, we'll have a day 
of it. . J 

Spunge, A day ? — we'll have a year of it :— apraad 
a table, lay a hundred coven : send to London for tiu>> 
tie, turbot, fiddlera^ singers, and buigohdy. Dontyou 
trouble yourself; (to Old Woodlaud)— henceforward 
I'll bo matter of this house. 

Wood, Egad, I believe yoan is the beat mode of 
living cheap after all ^ other people onljr Mive by re- 
tail — 

Spunge, And I by wholesale — what sigmfies saving 
and stinting yourself at home? never have any home 
oi all ; live on the fluts — they are always glad enough 
of your company. 

Witod. Are they 7 

Spwige. To be sure— man and wife— Mr. and 
Mrs. Woodland for instance — after the bon^^-tooiaRk^ 
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glad when a friend pops in to interrapt the tete-iui^te 
.—** my dear, lam so distr^"— ^*and I so annoyed — aw. 
aw!" (Yavming) — in I come, as I shall ofier. — ver) — 
very often. " Ah, Spunge, glad ti» see you, Spungc-^ 
»tay and eat niuUor^ my honest fellow ;" they devour 
my discourse, I devour their dinner; all parties are 
pleased ; and there's the true nude of living cheapb 

Edw. Well, for your kindness to my sister, the more 
you honour me v<^iih your company, the happier you'll 
make me — this is your reward — Elinor is yours, 
Woodland ; and you, (fo Old Woodjlano,) in getting rid 
of two impostors, are made happy 1 but what will he 
my fate ! I ask not reward-— I only hope to escape pu- 
nishments 

If I have been toaibrward and too bold. 
Consider, I may mend before Tm old; 
But man or boy, believe me, this is tme— 
My chief, sole pleasure is— in pleadBf ymi. 
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